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MICHAEL DRAYTON. 

BORN 1503.—DIED l63l. 


Michael Drayton was born in the parish of 
Atherston, in Warwick.slurc. TTis family was 'an¬ 
cient, but it is not probable tliat liis parents were 
opulent, for he was educated chiefly at tlie expense 
of Sir Godfrey Goderc. In his childhood, which 
displayed remarkable proficienc)', he was anxious to 
know what strange kind of beings poets were, and 
on his coming to college he importuned his tutor, if 
possible, to make him a poet. Either from this am¬ 
bition, or from necessity, he seems to have adopted 
no profession, and to have generally owed his sub- 
sistence*to the munificence of friends. An allusion 
which he makes in the poem of “ Moses’s Birth and 
Miracles,” to the destruction of the Spanish Armada, 
has been continually alleged as a ground for suppos¬ 
ing that he witnessed that spectacle in a military 
capacity; but the lines, in fact, are far from proving 
that he witnessed it at all. On the accession of 
King .James the First, he paid his court to the new 
sovereign, with all that a poet could offer, his con¬ 
gratulatory verses. James, however, received him 
but coldl}’^, and though he was patronized by Lord 
Buckliurst and the Earl of Dorset, he obtained no 
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situation of independence, but continued to publish 
his voluminous poetry amidst severe irritations 
with his booksellers. Popular as Drayton once 
was in comparison of the present neglect of him, 
it is difficult to conceive ti.at his works were ever 
so profitable as to allow the bookseller much room 
for peculation. He was known as a poet many 
years before the death of Queen Elizabeth. Ilis 
Poly-olbion, which the learned Camden honoured 
with notes, did not appear till lGl3. fn l626 we 
find him styled poet laureate, but the title at that 
time was often a mere compliment, and implied 
neither royal appointment nor butt of canary. The 
Countess of Bedford supported him for man}'' years. 
At the close of his life we find him in the family of 
the Earl of Dorset, to vnIiosc magnanimous countess 
the Aubrey MSS. ascribe the poet’s monument over 
his grave in Westminster Abbe;y. 

The language of Drayton is free and perspicuous. 
With less depth of feeling than that which occa¬ 
sionally bursts from Cowley, he is a less excruciating 
hunter of conceits, and in harmony of expression is 
quite a contrast to Donne. A tinge of grace and 
romance pervades much of his poetry: and even his 
pastorals, which exhibit the most fantastic views of 
nature, sparkle with elegant imagery. The Nymphi- 
dia is in his happiest characteristic manner of airy 
and sportive pageantry. In some historic sketches 
of the Barons* Wars he reaches a manner beyond 
himself—the pictures of Mortimer and tiie Queen, 
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and of Edward's entrance to the castle, arc splendid 
and spirited. In his Poly-olbion, or description of 
Great Britain, he lias treated the subject with such 
topographical and minute detail as to chain his 
poetry to the map, and.i'\; has unfortunately chosen 
a form of verse, which, though agreeable when in* 
terspersed with other measures, is fatiguing in long 
continuance by itself: still it is impossible to read 
the poem without admiring the richness of his local 
associations, and the beauty and variety of the fa¬ 
bulous allusions which lie scatters around him. 
Such indeed is the profusion of romantic recollec¬ 
tions in the Poly-olbion, that a poet of taste and 
selection might there find subjects of happy descrip¬ 
tion, to whicli the author who suggested them liad 
not the power of doing justice ; for Drayton started 
so many remembrances, that he lost his inspiration 
in the effort of memory. In the Barons' Wars, ex¬ 
cepting tlie passages already noticed, where the 

Pu)pin CHS late qui spilendcat unus ct alter, 

Assifitiir pannm^ 

wc unhappily exchange only the geograplier for the 
chronicler. On a general survey, the mass of his 
poetry has no strength or sustaining spirit adequate 
to its hulk. J'iierc is a perpetual play of fancy on 
its surface, but the impulses of passion, and the 
guidance of judgment, give it no strong movemcnis 
nor consistent course. In scenery or in history he 
cannot command selected views, but meets them by 
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chance as he travels over the track of detail. His 
great subjects have no interesting centre, no shade 
for uninteresting things. Not to speak of his dull 
passages, his description is generally lost in a flutter 
of whimsical touches. Ilis muse had certainly no 
strength for extensive flights, though she sports in 
happy moments on a brilliant and graceful wing. 


MORTniER, KART. OF AIARCIT, ANO TifE QUEEN, 
SURPRISED BY EDWARD HI. IN NOTTINGHAM 
T ASTLE. 

FROM THE barons’ WARS. HOOK VJ. 

Within the castle hath the queen devis'd 
A chamber with choice rarities so fraught., 

A.s in the same she had imparadiz’d 
Almost what man by industry hatfi sought; 

Where with the curious pencil was compris’d 
W'hal could with colours by the art be wrought, 

In tlie most sure place of the castle there. 

Which she had nam’d the Tower of Mortimer. 

An orbal form with pillars small compos’d. 

Which to the top like parallels do bear. 

Arching the compass where they were inclos’d, 
Fashioning the fair roof like the hemisphere, 

In whose partitions by the lines dispos’d. 

All the dear northern usterisms were 
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In their corporeal shapes with stars incliased. 

As by th’ old poets they in licav’n were placed. 

About which lodgings, tow’rds the upper face. 

Ran a fine bordurc circularly led. 

As equal ’twixt the highest point and the base. 
That as a zone the waist ingirdled. 

That lends the sight a breathing, or a space, 

’Twixt things near view and those far over head, 
Under the which the painter’s curious skill 
In lively forms the goodly room did fill. 

Here Pheebus clipping Hyacinthus stood, 

Whose life’s last drops his snowy breast imbrue. 
The one’s tears mixed with the other’s blood, 

That should’t he blood or tears no sight coiild 
view. 

So mix’d together in a little flood; 

Yet here and there they scv’rall}'^ withdrew. 

The pretty wood-nymphs chafing him with balm. 
To bring the sweet boy from this deadly qualm. 

With the god’s lyre, his quiver^ and his bow, 
llis golden mantle cast upon the ground, 

T* express whose grief Art ev’n her best did shew. 
The sledge so shadow’d still seem’d to rebound. 

To counterfeit the vigour of the blow, 

As still to give new anguish to the wound; 

The purple flower sprung from the blood that run, 
That op’ncth since and closetli with the sun. 
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15y which the heifer lo, Jove’s fair rape. 

Gazing her new-ta'en figure in a brook. 

The water shadow’d to observe the shape 
In tlie same form that she on it doth look. 

So cunningly to cloud the wanton ’scape. 

That gazing eyes the portraiture mistook. 

By perspective devis’d beholding now. 

This way a maiden, that way’t seem’d a cow. 

Swift Mercury, like to a shepherd’s hoy. 

Sporting with Hebe by a fountain brim, 

With- many a sweet glance, many an am’rous toy. 
He sprinkling drops at her, and she at him; 
Wherein tlie painter so explain’d their joy. 

As though his skill the perfect life could limn. 
Upon whose brows the water hung so clear, 

As through the drops the fair skin might appear. 

And cifty Cynthus with a thousand birds. 

Whose freckled plumes adorn his bushy crown. 
Under whose shadow graze the straggling herds. 
Out of whose top the fresh springs trembling down. 
Dropping like fine pearl through his shaggy beards, 
With moss and climbing ivy over-grown; 

The rock so lively done in cv’ry part, 

As Nature could be patterned by Art. 

Tlie naked nymphs, some up and down descending, 
Small scatt’ring flow’rs at one another flung. 

With nimble turns their limber bodies bending. 
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Cropping the blooming branches lately sprung, 
(Upon the briars their colour’d mantles rending) 
Which on the rocks grew here and there among; 
Some comb their hair^ some making garlands by, 
As with delight might satisfy the eye. 

Tlierc comes proud Phaeton tumbling through the 
clouds. 

Cast by his palfreys that their reins had broke, 
And setting fire upon the welked shrouds, 

Now through the heav’n run madding from the 
yoke. 

The elements together thrust in crowds, 

Both land and sea hid in a reeking smoke 5 
Drawn with such life, as some did much desire 
To warm themselves, some frighted with the fire. 

The river Po, that him receiving burn’d. 

His seven sisters standing in degrees, 

. Trees into women seeming to be turn’d. 

As the gods turn’d the women into trees. 

Both which at once so mutually that mourn’d. 

Drops from their boughs, or tears fell from their 
eyes; 

The fire seem’d to be water, water flame, 

Such excellence in shewing of the same. 

And to this lodging did the light invent. 

That it should first a lateral course reflect. 

Through a short room into the window sent, 

Whence it should come expressively direct. 
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Holding just distance to the lineament. 

And should the beams proportionably project^ 
And being thereby condensated and grave. 

To ev’ry figure a sure colour gave. 

In part of wliich, under a golden vine. 

Whose broad-lcav’d branches covering over all. 
Stood a rich bed, spread with this wanton twine, 
Doubling themselves in their lascivious fall, 
Whose rip’ned clusters seeming to decline. 
Where, as among the naked Cujiids sprawl 
Some at the sundry-colour’d birds do shoot. 
Some swarming up to pluck the purple fruit. 

On w'hich a tissue counterpane was cast, 
Arachne’s web the same did not surpass. 

Wherein the story of his fortunes past 
In lively pictures neatly handled was; 

How lie escap’d the Tower, in France how grac’d 
With stones embroider d, of a wond’rous mass; 
About the border, in a curious Jret, 

Emblems, impresa’s, hieroglyphics set. 

This flatt’ring sun-shine had begot the show’r. 
And the black clouds with such abundance fed, 
Thiit fora wind they waited bui the hour. 

With force to let their fury on Jiis head: 

Which when it came, it came with such apovv’r. 
As he could hardly have imagined. 

But when men think they most in safety stand. 
Their greatest peril often Is at hand. 
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For to that largeness they increased were, 

That Edward lelt March heavy on his throne. 
Whose props no longer both of them could bear; 
Two for one seat, that over-great were grown, 
Prej)ost*rousIy that moved in one sphere. 

And to the like predoniinaiicy prone, 

Tliat the young king down Mortimer must cast 
If he liimself would e'er hope to sit fast. 

Who finding the necessity was such. 

That urg’d Iiini still th* assault to undertake. 

And yet his person it might nearly touch, 

Should he too soon his sleeping pow'r awake: 

Th’ attempt, wherein the danger was so much, 
Drove him at length a secret means to make. 
Whereby he might the ciiterprize effect. 

And Inirt him most, where he did least suspect. 

Without the castle, in the earth is found 
A cave, resembling sleepy Morplieus’ cell. 

In strange meanders winding under ground, 
Where darkness seeks continually to dwell, 

Whicli with hvich fear and horror doth abound. 

As though it were an entrance into hell; 

By architects to serve the castle made. 

When as the Danes this island did invade. 

Now on along the crankling path doth keep, 

Then by a rock turns up another way. 

Rising towards day, then falling tow’rds the deep, 
Ou a smooth level then itself doth lay, 
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Directly thcn^ then obliquely doth creep, 

Nor in the course keeps any certain stay; 

Till in the castle, in an odd by-place. 

It casts the foul mask from its dusky face. 

By which the king, with a selected crew 
Of such as he with his intent acquainted. 

Which he affected to the action knew. 

And in revenge of Edward had not fainted, 

That to their utmost would the cause pursue. 

And with those treasons that had not been tainted 
Adventured the labyrinth t’ assay. 

To rouse the beast which kept them all at bay. 

Long after Ph«bus took his lab’ring team. 

To his pale sister and resign’d his place. 

To wash his cauples in the ocean stream. 

And cool the fervour of his glowing face; 

And Pheebe, scanted of her brother’s beam. 

Into the west went after him apace, 

Leaving black darkness to possess the sky, 

To fit the time of that black tragedy. 

Wiiat time bj^ torch-light they attempt the cave, 
Which at their entrance seemed in a fright. 

With the reflection that their armour gave. 

As it till then had ne’er seen any light; 

W^hich, striving there pre-eminence to have. 
Darkness therewith so daringly doth fight, 

That each confounding other, both appear. 

As darkness light, and light but darkness were. 
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The craggy cliffs, which cross them as they go. 
Made as their passage they would have deny*d. 
And threatened them their journey to foreslow. 

As angry with the path that was their guide. 

And sadly seem’d their discontent to show 
To the vile hand that did them first divide; 

Whose cumbrous falls and risings seem’d to say. 
So ill an action could not brook the day. 

And by the lights as they along were led, 

Their shadows then them following at their back, 
Where like to mourners carrying forth their dead, 
And as the deed, so were they, ugly, black. 

Or like to fiends that them had followed. 

Pricking them on to bloodshed and to wrack; 
Whilst the light look’d as it had been amaz’d 
At their deformed shapes, whereon it gaz’d. 

The clatt’ring arms their masters seem’d to chide, 
As they would reason wherefore they should wound, 
And struck the cave in passing on each side. 

As they were angry with the hollow ground, 

That it an act so pitiless should hide; 

W’^hose stony roof lock’d in their angry sound. 

And hanging in the creeks, drew back again, 

As willing them from murder to refrain. 

The night wax’d old (not dreaming of these things) 
And to her chamber is the queen withdrawn. 

To whom a choice musician plays and sings, 
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Whilst she sat under an estate of lawn, 

In night-attire more god-like glittering, 

Than any eye had seen the cheerful dawn. 

Leaning upon her niost-lov’d Mortimer, 

Whose voice, more than the music, pleas'd her ear. 

Where her fair breasts at liberty were let, 

Whose violet veins in branched riverets flow, 

And Venus’ swans and milky doves were set 
Upon those swelling mounts of driven snow; 
Whereon whilst Love to sport himself doth get. 

He lost his way, nor back again could go, 

But witli those banks of beauty set about, 
lie wander’d still, yet never could get out. 

Her loose hair look'd like gold (O word too base! 
Nay, more than sin, but so to name her hair) 
Declining, as to kiss her laircr face. 

No word is fair enough for thing so fair. 

Nor ever w’as there epithet coiiid grace 
That, by much praising which we much impair; 
And where the pen fails, pencils cannot shew it. 
Only the soul may be suppos’d to know it. 

She laid her fingers on his manly cheek. 

The Gods’ pure scepters and the darts of Love, 
That with their touch might make a tiger meek. 

Or might great Atlas from his scat remove; 

So white, so soft, so delicate, so sleek, 

As she had worn a lily for a glove; 
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As might beget life where was never none. 

And put a spirit into the hardest stone. 

The fire of precious wood; the light perfume. 
Which left a sweetness on each tiling it shone. 

As ev’ry thing did to itself assume 
The scent from them, and made the same their own: 
So that the painted flowers within the room 
Were sweet, as if they naturally had grown; 

The light gave colours, which upon them fell. 
And to the colours the perfume gave smell. 

When on those sundry pictures they devise. 

And from one piece tlicy to another run. 

Commend that face, that arm, that hand, those eyes, 
Shew how that bird, how well that flow’r was donej 
How this part shadow’d, and how that did rise. 

This top was clouded, how that trail was spun. 

The landscape, mixture, and delineatings. 

And in that an a thousand curious things: 

Looking upon proud Phaeton wrapt in fire. 

The gentle queen did much bewail his fall; 

But Mortimer commended his desire. 

To lose one poor life, or to govern all: 

What though (quoth he) he madly did aspire, 
And his great mind made him proud Fortune’s 
thrall ? 

Y<=*t in despight, when she her worst had done, 
He perish’d in the chariot of the sun.” 
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Fhcebus (she said) was over>forc'd by art,* 

Nor could she find how tliat embrace could be.” 
But Mortimer then took the painter’s part: 

Why thus, bright empress, thus and thus, (quoth 
he:) 

That hand doth hold his back, and this his heart; 
Thus their arms twine, and thus their lips, you sec: 
Now are you Phcchus, Hyacintlius I; 

It were a life, thus ev’ry hour to die/’ 

When, by that time, into the castle-hall 
W'as rudely enter’d that well-armed rout. 

And they within suspecting nought at all. 

Had then no guard to watch for them without. 

See how mischances suddenly do fall, 

And steal upon us, being farth’st from doubt! 

Our life’s uncertain, and our death is sure, 

And tow’rds most peril man is most secure. 

Whilst youthful Nevil and brave Turrington, 

To the bright queen that ever waited near. 

Two with great March much credit that had won, 
I’hat in the lobby with the Indies were. 

Staying delight, whilst time away did run, 

With such discourse as women love to hear; 
Charg’d on the sudden by the armed train. 

Were at their entrance miserably slain. 

When, as from snow-crown’d Skidow’s lofty dill’s, 
Some flcct-wing’d haggard, tow’rds her preying hour, 
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Amongst tlie teal and moor-bred mallard drives^ 
And th* air of all lier feather’d flock doth scow’r, 
Whilst to regain her former height she strives, 
The fearful fowl all prostrate to her pow’r: 

Such a sharp shriek did ring throughout the vault, 
Made by the women at the flcrce assault. 


NYMPIIiniA, THE COURT OP FAIRY. 

Old Chaucer doth of Topas tell, 

Mad Rablais of Paiitagruel, 

A later third of Dowsabel, 

With such poor trifles playing : 

Others the like have labour’d at, 

Some of this thing, and some of that. 

And many of they know not what, 

Hut that they must be saying. 

Another sort there be, that will 
Be talking of the Fairies still. 

Nor never can they have their All, 

As they were w'cdded«to them : 

No tales of them their thirst can slake. 

So much delight therein they take. 

And some strange thing they fain would make, 
Knew they the way to do them. 

Then since no muse hath been so bold. 

Or of the later or the old. 
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Those elvish secrets to unfold. 

Which lie from otlier^s reading; 
My active muse to light shall bring 
The court of that proud Fairy King, 

And tell there of the revelling: 

Jove prosper my proceeding. 

And thou Nymphidia, gentle Fay, 

Which meeting me upon the way. 

These secrets didst to me bewray. 

Which now 1 am in telling: 

My pretty light fantastic maid, 

I here invoke thee to my aid. 

That 1 may speak what thou hast said. 

In numbers smoothly swelling. 

This palace standeth in the air. 

By necromancy placed there. 

That it no tempests needs !o fear. 

Which way soe’er it blow it: 

And somew'hat southward tow’rd the noon. 
Whence lies a way up to the moon, 

And thence the Fairy can as soon 
Pass to the earth below it. 

The walls of spiders legs arc made. 

Well morticed and finely laid. 

He was the master of his trade. 

It curiously that builded ; 

The windows of the eyes of cats, 
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And for the roof, instead of slats. 

Is cover’d with the skins of bats. 

With moonshine that are gilded. 

lienee Oberon, liim sport to make, 

(I’hcir rest when weary mortals take. 

And none but only fairies wake) 

Deseendetli for his pleasure : 

And Mab, his merry ciuceu, by night 
Bestrides young folks that lie upright, 

(Jn elder times the Mare that hight) 

Which plagues them out of measure. 

Ilcnce shadows, seeming idle shapes. 

Of little frisking elves and apes. 

To earth do make their wanton scapes, 
iis hope of pastime hastes lliem : 
Which maids think on the hearth they see. 
When fires well-near consumed be, 

I’here dancing hayes by two and three. 

Just as their fancy casts them. 

Tlicse make our girls their gJutt’ry rue, 

By pinching them both black and blue, 

And put a penny in their shoe, 

The house for cleanly sweeping : 
And in their courses make that round. 

In meadows and in marshes found, 

Of them so call’d the Fairy ground. 

Of which they have the keeping. 

VOL. II. 


V. 
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These, when a child haps to be got. 
Which after proves an idiot. 

When folk perceive it thriveth not, 

I'lic fault therein to smother: 

Some silly doating brainless calf. 

That understands things by the half, 

Say, that the Fairy lelt this aulf, 

And took awav tlie other. 

Dut listen, and I shall you tell 
A chance in Fairy that befel. 

Which certainly may please some well. 

In love and arms delighting : 

Of Oberon, that jealous grew 
Of one of his (jw n 1‘airy crew. 

Too well (he fear'd) his queen that knew, 
llis love but ill reejuiting. 

Pigwiggen was this Fairy In night, 

One woncFrous gracious in the sight 
Of fair queen JVIab, which daj^ and night 
FIc amorously observt.*d : 

W’hicli made king Oberon suspect 
His service took too good effect, 

H is saucincss and often checkt. 

And could have wish'd him starved. 

I'igwiggen gla<lly would comnicnd 
Some token to queen Mab to send. 

If sea or land him aught could lend. 
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Were worthy of her wearing : 

At length this lover doth devise 
A bracelet made of emmet’s eyes, 

A thing he thought that she would prize, 
No whit her state impairing. 

And to the queen a letter writes, 

Which he most curiously indites, 

Conjuring her by all the rites 

Of love, she would be pleased 
To meet him her true servant, where 
They might without suspect or fear 
Themselves to one another clear. 

And have their poor hearts eased, 

“ At midnight the appointed hour. 

And foi- the queen a litting bow’r, 

(Quoth he) is that lair cowslip flowV, 

(Jn IlipcLit-hill that groweth : 

III all your train tlierc’s not a Fay, 

That ever went to gather May, 

15ut she hath made it in her way, 

The tallest there thai groweth.” 

When hy Tom Thumb, a fairy page. 

He sent it, and doth him engage, 

By promise of a mighty wage. 

It secretly to carry: 

Which done, tiic queen her maids doth call, 
And bids them to be ready all, 

c 2 
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She would go see lier summer hall. 

She could no longer tarry. 

Her chariot read}^ straight is made, 

Eacli thing therein is fitting laid, 

'I’hat she by nothing might be stay’d, 

I'or nought must her he letting * 
h’our nimble gnats the liorbcs were, 

The harnesses of gossami'r. 

Fly Cranion, her charioteer, 

Fpon the coach-box getting. 

Her cliaiiot of a snail’s fine .shclh 
Which for the colours did excel ; 

The fair queen IMah becoming well. 

So lively was the limning: 

The scat the soft wool of the bee. 

The cover (gallant!}^ to see) 

The wing of a py’d hutterfit e, 

1 trow^ ’twus simple trimming. 

The wheels compos’d of ciickcts hoius, 

And daintily made for the nonce. 

For fear of rattling on the stones. 

With thistle-down they shod it 
For all her maidens much did fear, 

If Oheron had chanc’d to liear. 

That Mab his queen should have been there, 
He would not have abode it. 
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She mounts her chariot with a trice, 

Nor would she stay for no advice. 

Until her maids, that were so nice, 

To wait on her were fitted. 

But ran herself away alone ; 

VV'^hich when they heard, there was not one 
But hasted after to be gone, 

As she had been disvvitted. 

Hop, and Mop, and Drap so clear, 

Pip, and Trip, and Skip, that were 
To Mab their sovereign dear. 

Her special maids of honour; 

Fib, and Tib, and Pinck, and Pin, 

Tick, and Quick, and Jill, and Jin, 

Tit, and Nit, and Wap, and Win, 

The train that wait upon her. 

Upon a grasshopper tho}^ got. 

And what with amble and with trot. 

For hedge nor ditch they spared not. 

But after her they hie them. 

A cobweb over them they throw. 

To shield the wind if it should blow. 
Themselves they wisely could bestow, 

Lest any should espy them. 

But let us leave queen Mab a while, 

Thiough many a gate, o’er many a stile, 
'fliat now had gotten by thjs wile, 
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Her dear Pij^ivi^gcn kissing; 

And tell how Oberon doth fare. 

Who grew as mad a^ any Jiare, 

When lie had sought each ])Iace with ea/i 
And found Jiis fiueen was ini»sing. 

Jly griesly he doth swear, 

He rent liis clotlies, and tore his hi£ * 5 . 
And as he runneth licre and there. 

All acron-cup lie getteth; 

Wliich soon he taketh by tlie stall:. 

About his head he le"s ir walk. 

Nor doth Ju’ anv en'ature baulk, 
l>iit la^'s on all he inceteth. 

The Tuscan poet doth advance 
Tlie frantic I^aladine of I'riuie.', 

And tliosc more ambient ih» inhanec 
Aleides in Ins fur»,' 

* 

And others Ajax Telamon : 

Hut to this* time there halli heen none 
So Hedhim as oui\( )beron, 

Of which I tiare assure yc. 

And first encount’ring with a Nvu>p, 

He ill his arms the tly doth elasp. 

As though his breath he forth would gra*’ 
Him for i^iguiggeii taking; 

Where is niy wile, thou rogue? m,uoi!i 
Pigvviggcn, sJie is come to thee ; 
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Restore her, or thou dy’st b}^ me,” 

Whereat the poor wasp quaking, 

Cries, “ Oberon, great Fairy king, 

(Content thee, I am no such tiling; 

I am a vv-asp, behold my sting F’ 

At which the Fairy starteil. 

When soon away the wasp doth go, 

Poor wretch was never frighted so, 

He thought his wings were much too slow, 
0 *erjoy*d they so were parted. 

Me next upon a glow-worm light, 

(You must suppose it now was night) 

Which, for her hinder part was bright. 

He took to be a devil; 

And furiously doth her assail 
For carrying fire in her tail; 

He thrash’d her rough coat w ith his flail, 

The mail king fear’d no evil, 

“ Oh ! (quoth the glow-worm) hold thy hand, 
'fhou puissant king of Fairy faiid. 

'fliy mighty strokes who may withstand ? 

Hold, or of life despair 
Together then herself doth roll, 

And tumbling dowui into a bole. 

She seem’d as black as any coal. 

Which vext away the Fairy. 
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From tliciicc he ran into a hive, 

Ainojigst the bees he letteth drive. 

And down their combs begins to rive. 

All Jikely to juivc spoiled : 

Which witli their wax his face besmear’d, 
And with their honey daub’d his beard ; 
It would liave made a man all'earM, 

To see liow lie was moiled. 

A now adventure him betiiles : 
lie met an ant, which he bestrides. 

And post thereon away he rides, 

AVhich with his haste dotli stumbit 
And came lull over on in r snout. 

Her heels so threw the dirt about. 

For she by no means could get out. 

But over him doth tumble. 

And being- in this piteous case. 

And all he^lurried head and face, 

On runs he in this wild-goo^e chase. 

As here and there he rambles. 
Half blind, against a mole-hill liit. 

And for a mountain taking it. 

For all he w'as out of his wit. 

Yet to the top he scrambles. 

And being gotten to the top. 

Vet there himself he could not slop. 

But down on th’ other side doth chop, 



nilCflAKL DU 


And to the foot came rumbling : 
So that the grubs thtTcin that bred, 
Hearing such turmoil over head. 

Thought surely tliey liad all been dead. 
So fearful was the jumbling. 

Aiul falling down into a lake. 

Which him u|) to the neck doth take, 

Jlis fury it doth somewhat slake, 
lie calleth for a ferry : 

Where you may some recovery note. 
What was his club he made his boat, 

And in his oaken cup doth iloat. 

As safe as in a wherry. 

Men talk of the adventures strange 
Of Don Qnishot, an<l of their change. 
Through which he armed oft did range. 
Of Sancha Pancha’s travel: 

Blit should a man tell every thing 
Done by this Irantic I'airy king. 

And them in lolly numbers sing. 

It well his wits miglit gravel. 

Scarce set on shore, hut tlicrevvithal 
He meeteth Puck, which most men call 
Hobgoblin, and on him doth fall 

With words from phrenzy spoken : 
“ Hob, hoh,’^ quoth Hob, “God save thy 
\V»io drest thee in this piteous case? 
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lie thus that spoird my sovh’cign’s face, 

I would hi.s nock were broken.” 

This Puck seems but a dreaming dolt. 

Still walking like a ragged colt. 

And oft out of a bush doth bolt. 

Of purpose to deceive us ; 

And leading us, makes us to stray 
Long winter’s nights out ol’the way. 

And wdien we stick in mire and clay, 
lie doth with laughter leave us. 

“ Dear Puck,’* quoth he, “ my wife is gone ; 
As e’er thou lov’st king Oheron, 

Let every thing but this alone. 

With vengeance and pursue her 
Bring her to me, alive or dead; 

Or that vile thief Pigwiggen’s head : 

That villain hath defil’d my bed, 

He to this folly drew her.” 

Quoth Puck, IV^ liege, I'll never lin. 

But I will thorough thick and thin, 

Until at IcngtJi I bring Jicr in, 

My dearest lord, ne’er doubt it.” 
Thorough brake, thorough brier. 

Thorough muck, thorough mire, 

Thorough water, thorough fire, 

And thus goes Puck about it. 
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Tliis thing Nyniphidia overheard, 

That on this mad king had a guard, 

Not doubting ol’ a great reward, 

For first this biis’ness broaching: 

And through the air awa}^ dotli go 
Swift as an arrow from the bow, 

To let her sovereign Mab to know 
hat peril was a])proaching. 

The queen, bound with love’s pow’rful charm. 
Sate with Pigwiggen arm in arm; 

Her merry maids, that thought no harm. 

About the room were skipping: 

A humble-bee, their minstrel, play’d 
Upon his hautbois, ev’ry maid 
lut for tliis i*evcl was array’d. 

The hornpipe neatly tripping. 

Tn comes Nymphidia, and doth cry, 

‘‘ My sovereign, for your safety fly, 

I'or tliere is danger but too nigh, 

I j)osted to forewarn you: 

The king hath sent Hobgoblin out. 

To seek 3 on all the fields about, 

And of ^mur safety you may doubt, 

If he but once discern you.*’ 

When like an uproar in a town, 

Jlefore them every thing went down ; 

SiMiie tore a ruff, and some a gown, 
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'Gainst one another justling; 

They flew about like chalF i' th’ wind: 

For haste some left their masks behind. 

Some could not stay their gloves to find; 
There never was such bustling. 

Forth ran tliey by a secret way. 

Into a brake that near them lay. 

Yet much they doubted there to stay. 

Lest Hob should hap to find them . 
He had a sharp and piercing sight. 

All one to him the day and night. 

And therefore were resolv'd by flight 

To leave this place behind them. 

At length one chanc’d to find a nut. 

In th’ end of which a hole was cut. 

Which lay upon a hazel root, 

'riicre scatter’d by a squirrel. 

Which out the kernel gotten had: 

When quoth this Fay, “ Dear queen, be glad, 
Let Oberon be ne’er so mad, 

I’ll set you safe from peril. 

Come all into this nut, (quoth she) 

Come closely in, be rul’d by me, 

Kach one may here a chuscr be. 

For room ye need not wrestle. 

Nor need ye be together beapt.” 

So one by one therein they crept, 
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And lying down, they soundly slept, 

And safe as in a castle. 

Nymphidia, that this while doth watch. 
Perceiv’d if Puck the queen should catch. 
That he would be her over-match, 

Of which she well bethought hrr ; 
Found it must be some powTful charm. 
The queen against him that must arm, 

Or surely he would do her harm, 

I’or throughly he had sought her. 

And list’ning if she aught could hear. 

That her might hinder, or might fear; 

But finding still the coast was clear, 

Nor creature had descry’d In^r : 
Kach circumstance and having scann'd. 
She came thereb}' to understand, 

Puck would be with them out of hand. 

When to her charms she hied lior. 

And first her fern-sced doth bestow. 

The kernel of the niisletoe; • 

And here and there as Puck shoiihl g.), 
With terror to affright him, 

She night-shade straws to work him ill, 
Therewith her vervain and her dill, 

'fhat hindTeth witches of their will, 

Of purpose to despight him. 
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''i’lion sprinkles she the juice of rue. 
That groweth underneath the yew. 
With nine drops of the midnight dew. 
From Junary distilling; 

The niolcwarp’s brain mixt therewithal. 
And with the same tlie pismire’s gall: 
For she in nothing short would fall. 

The h'airy was so willing. 

Then thrice under a brier doth creep. 
Which at both ends w'as rooted deep. 
And over it tlirce tinuis she leapt. 

Her magic much availing: 

Then on Proserpina doth call. 

And so upon her spell doth fall. 

Which here to you repeat I shall^ 

Kot in one tittle failing. 

“ By the croaking of the frog ; 
liy the howling of the dog; 

By the crying of the hog 

Against tlie storm arising : 

By the evening curfew-bell; 

By the doleful dying knell; 

O let this my direful spell. 

Hob, hinder thy surprising. 

“ r*\ the mandrakes dre.adful groans *, 

By the Bubricans sad moans; 

liy the noise of dead mesn's bones. 
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In charnel-houses rattling; 

Hy the hissing of the snake. 

The rustling of the fire-drake, 

I charge thee tin’s place forsake. 

Nor of Queen Mab be prattling. 

“ By the whirlwind’s hollow sound, 

B}*- the thunder’s dreadful stound. 

Yells of spirits under ground, 

1 charge thee not to fear us: 

By the screech-owl’s dismal note, 

By the black night-raven’s throat, 

I charge thee, Ilob, to tear ihy coat 

With thorns, if thou conic near us.” 

Her spell thus spoke, she stept aside, 

And in a chink herself doth hide, 

'I’o see thereof what would betide. 

For she doth only mind him : 

When presently she Puck espies. 

And well she markt his gloating eyes. 

How under every leaf he pries. 

In seeliiliir still to find them. 

But once the circle got within, 

'fhe charms to work do straight begin. 

And he was caught as in a gin : 

For as he thus was busy, 

A pain he in his head-piece feels, 

Agj^inst a stubbetl tree ho reels. 
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And up went poor Hobgoblin's heels: 

Alas ! his brain was dizzy. 

At length upon his feet he gets. 

Hobgoblin fumes. Hobgoblin frets^ 

And as again he forward sets. 

And through the bushes scrambles, 
A stump doth trip him in his pace, 

Down comes poor Hob upon his face. 

And lamentably tore his case 

Amongst tlie briers and brambles. 

“ Plague upon queen ATab (<juoth he) 

And all her maids, wdicre’er they be; 

1 think tlie devil guided me, 

To seek her, so provoked.*' 

When stumbling at a piece of wood. 

He fell into a ditch of mud. 

Where to the very chin he stood. 

In danger to be choked. 

Now worse than e’er he was before. 

Poor Puck doth yell, poor Puck doth roar. 
That waiv’d queen Mah, who doubted sore 
Some treason had been wrought her 
Until Nymphidia told the (jucen 
What slic had done, what she had seen. 
Who then had well-near crack’d her spleen 
With very extreme laughter. 
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But leave we Hob to clamber out. 

Queen iNIab and all her Fairy rout, 

And conic again to have a bout 

With Oberon yet madding: 

And with Figwiggen now distraught. 

Who much was troubled in his thought. 
That lie so long the queen had sought, 

And through the liclds was gadding. 

And as he runs, he still doth cry, 

“ King Oberon, I thee defy, 

And dare thee here in arms to try. 

For my dear lady’s honour: 

For that she is a queen right good, 

In w'liose di'lenct? 1*11 shed niy blood. 

And that ihou in this jealous mood 

Hast laid this slander on her.” 

And quickly arms him for the field, 

A little cockle-shell his shield. 

Which he could very bravely w’icid. 

Yet could it not be pierced; 

His spear a bent both stiff and strong. 

And wx ‘11 near of two inches long; 

The pile was of a horse-fly’s tongue, 

Whose sharpness nought reversed. 

And puts him on a coat of mail. 

Which was of a fish’s scale, 

1 'hat when his foe should him assail. 
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No point should be prevailing. 
His rapier was a hornet’s sting. 

It was a very dangerous thing; 

For if he chanc’d to hurt the king. 

It would be long in healing. 

His helmet was a beetle's head. 

Most horrible and full of dread. 

That able was to strike one dead. 

Yet it did well become him ; 

And for a plume, a horse’s hair, 

Whicli being tossed by the air. 

Had force to strike his foe with fear. 
And turn his weapon from him. 

Himself he on an earwig set. 

Yet scarce he on his back could gee. 

So oft and high he did curvet. 

Fro he himself could settle : 

He made him turn, and stop, and bound. 
To gallop, and to trot the round. 

He scarce could stand on any ground. 
He was !?o full of mettle. 

When soon he met with Tomalin, 

One that a valiant knight liad been. 

And to great Oberon of kin : 

Quoth he, “ Thou manly Fairy, 
Tell Oberon I come prepar’d. 

Then bid him stand upon his guard: 
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This luand liis ba>eiicss shall reward, 

Let him be ne’er so war}^ 

Say to him thus, That I defy 

II is slaudors and liis infaniv, 

* * 

And as a mortal enemy 

Do publicly proclaim him : 
Withal, th.it if 1 had mine own. 

He should not wear the Fairy crown, 
But with a vengeance should come down 
Nor we a king should name him.’ 

This 'romaiin could not abide. 

To hear his sovereign vilify’d; 

But to the I''air\ court him hied. 

Full furiously he posted. 

With every thing Pigwiggen said; 

How title to the crown lie laid. 

And in what arms he was array’d. 

And how himself he boasted. 

’Twixt head and foot, from point to point 
He tiild the arming ol'cach joint. 

In every piece how neat and quaint ; 

For Tonialin could do it: 

How fair he sat, how sure he rid • 

As of the courser he hestrid, 

How manag’d, and liow' well he did. 

The king, vdiich listen’d to if. 
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Quotli he, “ Go, Tomalin, with speed. 

Provide me arms, provide my steed, 

And every thing that I shall need, 

Py thee I will be guided: 

To strait account call thou thy wit, 

ISee there be wanting not a whit. 

In ev’ry thing sec thou me fit. 

Just as my foe's provided.” 

Soon flew this news through Fairy-land, 

Whicli gave Queen Mab to understanil 
The coni))at that was then in hand 

Bctw’ixt those men so mighty: 

Which greatly she began to rue, 
l^crceiving that all Fairy knew, 

'Fhe first occasion from her grew. 

Of these atfuirs so weighty. 

Wherefore, attended with her maids, 

Through fogs, and mists, and damps, she wadf.i-.. 
To Proserpine, the queen of shad* s. 

To treat, that it would please her 
The cause into her hands to take. 

For ancient love and friendship’s sake, 

And soon thereof an end to make. 

Which of much care would ease licr. 

A while there let we Mab alone. 

And come we to King Oberon, 

Who arm'd to meet his foe is gone. 
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For proud rigwijjgen crying: 

Who sought the Fairy king as fast. 

And had so well his juurnies cast. 

That he arrived at tlie last. 

His puissant foe espying. 

Stout Tomalin came with the king, 

'foiii Thiiinb doth on Pigwiggen bring. 
That perfect were in ev’ry thing 
To single fights belonging: 

And tlicrefore thc}*^ tlicnisclves engage. 

To see them exercise their rage. 

With fair and comely equipage. 

Not one the other wronging. 

So like in arms these champions w^erc. 

As they had been a very pair, 

So that a man would almost swear 
That either had been cither: 

Their furious steeds began to neigh. 

That they were Iieard a mighty way: 

Their staves upon their rests tliey layj 
Yet ere they flew together. 

Their seconds minister an oath. 

Which was indifferent to them both. 

That on their knightly faith and troth. 

No magic them supplied; 

And sought them that they had no charms, 
Wherewith to work each othcr^s harms. 
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But came with simple open arms. 

To have their causes tried. 

7'ogether furiously they ran, 

TIuit to the ground came horse and man: 

The blood out of their helmets span. 

So sharp were their encounters: 

And though they to the earth were thrown. 
Yet quickly they regain’d llicir own; 

Such nimblcncss was never shewn. 

They were two gallant mounters. 

When in a second course again, 

They forward came with might and main. 

Yet which had better of the twain. 

The seconds could not judge yet: 
Their shields were into pieces cleft. 

Their helmets from their heads were reft, 

And to defend them nothing left, 

These champions would not budge yet. 

Away from them their staves they threw. 
Their cruel swords they quickly drew. 

And freshly they the fight renew. 

They every stroke redoubled: 

Whicli made Proserpina take heed, 

And make to them the greater speed. 

Tor fear lest they too much should bleed, 
Which wond’rously her troubled. 
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When to th* infernal Styx she goes. 

She takes the fogs from thence that rose, 
And ill a bag doth them enclose, 

When well she had them blended: 
She hies her then to Lethe spring, 

A bottle and thereof doth bring, 
Wherewith she meant to work the thinjr 

O 

Which only she intended. 

Now Proserpine with Mab is gone 
Unto the place where Oberon 
And proud Pigw iggen, one to one. 

Both to he slain iverc likely: 

And there themselves they closely hide. 
Because tlicy would not be espy’d; 

For Proserpine meant to decide 
The matter very quickly. 

And suddenly unties the poke. 

Which out of it sent such a smoke. 

As read}" was them all to choke. 

So grievous was the pother : 

So that the knights each other Jost, 

And stood as still as any post, 

Tom Thumb nor Tonialin could boast 
Themselves of any other. 

Blit when the mist 'gan somewhat cease, 
Proserpina commandeth peace. 

And that a while they should release 
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Eiich other of their peril: 

“ Which here, (quoth she) I do procluiiu 
To all, in dreadful Junto’s name. 

That as ye will escliew his blame. 

You let me hear the quarrel. 

“ But here yourselves you must engage. 
Somewhat to cool your splccnish rage. 
Your grievous thii^t and to assuage 

'J'hat first you drink this liquor; 
W'hicli shall your understandings clear. 

As plainly shall to you appear. 

Those things from me that 3"ou shall hear. 
Conceiving much the quicker.” 

This Ecthc water, you must know. 

The memory destroyeth so. 

That of our weal, or of our woe. 

It all remembrance bloltetl. 

Of it nor can you ever think : 

For the^'^ no sooner took this driiik. 

But nought into their brains could sink, 
Of what had them besotted. 

King Ohcrun forgotten had. 

That he for jealousy ran mad; 

But of his queen was wond’rous glail. 

And ask'd how they came tlilthcr. 
Pigwiggen likewise doth forget. 

That he queen Mab had ever met, 
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Or that they were so hard beset, 

When they were Ibund togetlier. 

Nor either oF ’em both Iiad thought. 

That e’er they had eacli other sought, 
Much less tlijit they a combat fought, 

Hut such a dream wore loathinsr. 
Tom Thumb had got a little sup, 

AikI r(*maliii scarce kiss’d the cup. 

Yet had their brains so sure lockt up, 
'fhat the}' remember’d nothing. 

<iucen Mab and her light maids the while 
Amongst themselves do closely smile. 

To see tlie king caught with tliis wile, 
Witli one anotlier jesting : 

And to the hairy court iliey Avent, 

With mickle joy and merriment. 

Which tiling was done with good intent 3 
And thus I leil them feasting. 


THK QUJ5ST OF CVNI’llfA. 

What time the groves were clad in green, 
The fields drei»t all in flowers, 

And that the sleek-hair’d nymplis were seen 
To seek them summer bowers. 

■» X ■/ 'A- X- X ■* 
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Long wand’ring in the wood, said I, 

** O w'hither’s Cynthia gone V* 

When soon the echo doth reply 
To my last word,-“ go on.” 

A t length upon a lofty fir 
It was my chance to find, 

Where that dear name most due to her. 
Was carv’d upon the rind. 

Which whilst with wonder I beheld, 

The bees their honey brought, 

And up the carved letters fill’d. 

As tliey with gold were wrought. 

And near that tree’s more spacious root. 
Then looking on the ground. 

The shape of her most dainty foot 

Imprinted there I found. 
******** 

The yielding sand, where she Inn’ trod, 
Untoucht yet with the wind, 

By the fair posture plainly shewed, 

Where I might Cynthia find. 

* * * -)fr * * X- 

When chance me to an arbour led, 
Whereas I might behold ; 

Two blest elysiuras in one sted. 

The less tlie great infold. 

* * ■* * * 
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The wcaltliy Spring yet never bore 
That sweet, nor dainty flower, 

That damask’d not the chequer’d floor 
Of Cynthia’s summer bower. 

The birch, the myrtle, and the bay, 
Like friends did all embrace; 

And their large branches did display, 
To canopy the place. 

Where she like Venus doth appear 
Upon a rosy bed; 

As lilies the soft pillows were. 

Whereon she laid her head. 

X- X -X * X X 

The winds were hush'd, no leaf so small 
At all was seen to stir : 

Whilst tuning to the waters fall, 

The small birds sang to her. 

* * * x * * 

Into these secret shades (quoth she) 
ITow dar’st thou be so bold 
To enter, consecrate to me. 

Or touch this hallowed mould?” 

X -X y. x X X 

“ Bright nymph, again I thus reply, 
Tin’s cannot mo affright: 
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I had rather in thy presence die, 

Than live out of thy sight. 

“ I first upon the mountains high 
]juilt altars to thj^ iiume, 

And grav’d it on the rocks thereby, 

To propagate th}^ fame.” 

X- * * * * * 

Which when slie lieard, full pearly floo.'l^ 

I in her eyes might view. 

(Quoth slie) “ Most welcome to these wood>, 
Too mean for one so true. 

“ Here from the hateful world we’ll live, 

A den of mere despight: 

To idiots only that doth give. 

Which be Ibr sole delight. 

■k *•***-!-* 

“ Whose vilencss us shall never ;ovc: 
liUt here our sports shall be, 

Such as the golden world first saw, 

Most innocent and free. 

“ Of simples in these groves that grow. 

We ll learn the perfect skill; 

'the nature of each herb to know. 

Which cures, and which can kill. 
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“ We’ll suck the sweets out of the comb, 
And make tlie gods repine, 

As they do feast in Jove’s great room, 

To see with what we dine. 

>; '+ x- x- X- x 

“ TIic nimble squirrel noting here. 

Her mossy dray that makes; 

And laugh to see the dusty deer 
Come bounding o’er the brakes. 

k y- X: * -x * /: 

“ Sometime we’ll angle at the brook. 

The freckled trout to take. 

With silken worms and bait the hook. 
Which him our prey shall make. 

•«- -X- -X X -X X 

“ And when the moon doth once appear. 
We’ll trace the lower grounds. 

When fairies in their ringlets there 
Do dance their nightly rounds. 

“ And have a flock of turtle doves, 

A guard on us to keep, 

As witness of our honest loves 
'J'o watch us till we sleep.” 

Which spoke, 1 felt such holy fires 
'lo (sverspread my breast, 
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As lent life to my chaste desires, 
And gave me endless rest. 

By Cynthia thus do I subsist. 

On earth heaven's only pride; 
Let lier be mine, and let who list 
Take all the world beside. 


description ok morning, RIRJJS, AM) IK MlN<. 

THE DEER. 

POLY-OLBfON. SONG XIII. 

When Phoebus lifts his head out of the winter’s 
wave. 

No sooner doth the earth her flowery bosom brave. 

At such time as the year brings on the pleasant 
spring. 

But hunts-up to the morn the feath’red sylvans sing: 

And in the lower grove, as on the rising knoll. 

Upon the highest spray of every mounting pole. 

Those quiristers are pcrcht witli inany'^ a speckled 
breast, 

Then from her burnisht gate the goodl}^ glitl’ring 
cast 

Gilds every lofty top, which late the humorous night 

Bespangled had with pearl, to please the morning’s 
si^ht: » 

(Jn winch ihe mirthful quires, with tlicir clear open 
throats. 

Unto the joyful morn .so strain their warbliny note^, 
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That hills and vallies ring, and even the echoing air 
Seems all composM nf sounds, about them every 
where. 

The throstcl, with shrill sharps; as purposely he sung 
T' awake the lustlcss siin; or chiding, that so long 
He was in coming forth, that should the thickets 
thrill ; 

The wooscl near at hand, that hath a golden bill; 
As nature him had iiiarkt of purpose, t’ let us see 
That from all other birds his tunes should difterciU 
be: 

For, with their vocal sounds, they sing to pleasant 
May; 

Upon his dulcet pipe the merle doth only play. 
When in the lower brake, the niglilingale hard h^ , 
In such lamenting strains the joyful hours doth ply, 
As though the other birds she to her tunes would 
draw 

And, but that nature (by her all-constraining law) 
Each bird to licr own kind this season doth invite, 
They else, alone to hear that charmer of the night, 
(The more to use their ears) their voices sure would 
spare, 

That inoduleth her tunes so admirahl}'^ rare, 

As man to set in parts at first had leaniM of her. 

To philomcl the next, the linnet wc prefer; 

And by that warbling bird, th|j wood-lark place we 
then, 

The red-sparrow, the nope, the red-breast, and tin- 
wren. 
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The yellow-pate; which though she liurt theblooru- 
ing tree. 

Yet scarce liath any bird a finer [>ipe tlian she. 

And of these chauntiiig fowls, the goldfinch not be¬ 
hind. 

That hath so many sorts descending from lier kind. 
The tydy for her notes as delicate as they, 

The laughing hecco, tlicn tlie counterfeiting ja)^. 
The softer w ith the shrill (some hid among the leaves, 
Some in the taller trees, some in the lower greaves) 
Thus sing awaj^ the morn, until the mounting sun, 
Througli tliick cxlialed fogs his golden head hath 
run. 

And through the twisted tops of our close covcrl 


creeps 

To kiss the »;entle shade, this while that sweeth. 
sleeps. 

And near to these our thicks, the wild and fright¬ 
ful herds. 


Not hearing other noise but thi - of chattering birds, 
Feed fairly on the lawns; both soi of season’d deer* 
Here walk the stately red, the freckled fallow there; 


Thebucki) and lusty stags amongst tlierascalsstrew’d, 
As sometime gallant spirits amongst the multitude. 
Of all the beasts wliicli we for our venerial name. 


The hart among the rest, the hunter’s noblest game: 
Of which most princely chase sitli none did eV'r re¬ 


port, 

Or by description touch, t’ express that wondrou' 


sport 
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(Yet might have well beseem’d th’ ancients nobler 
songs) 

To our old Arden here, most htly it belongs: 

Yet shall she not invoke the muses to her aid; 

But thee, Diana bright, a goddess and n maid : 

Ill many a huge-grown wood, and many a shady 
grove, 

Which ol’t liast borne thy bow (great huntress, us’d 
to rove) 

At many a cruel beast, and with thy darts to pierce 

The lion, pantlior, ounce, the bear,and tiger fierce; 

And following thy fleet game, chaste mighty forest’s 
queen. 

With tliy tlishevel’d nymphs attir’d in youthful green. 

About the lawns hast scour'd, and wastes both far 
and neiir. 

Brave huntress; but no beast shall prove thy (juarric's 
here ; 

Save those the best of chase, the tall and lusty red. 

The stag for goodly shape, and stateliness of head, 

Is fitt’st to hunt at force. I'or whom, when with his 
hounds 

The labouring liunter tufts the thick unliarbcd 
grounds 

Where harbour’d is the hart; there often from his 
feed 

The dogs of him do find; or thorough skilful heed. 

The huntsman by his slot, or breaking earth, per¬ 
ceives. 

Or ent’ring of the thick by pressing of the greaves, 
vor,. n. i; 
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Where he had gone to lodge. Now when the hart 
doth liear 

The often-bellowing hounds to vent his secret leir, 

He rousing rusheth out, and through the brakes 
doth drive, 

As though up hy the roots the bushes he would 
rive. 

And through the cumb*rous thicks, as fearfully he 
makes, 

He with his branched head the tender saplings 
shakes, 

That sprinkling their moist pearl do seem for him W 
weep; 

When after goes the cry, with yellings loud and deep. 

That all the forest rings, and every neighbouring 
place : 

And there is not a hound but falleth to the chase. 

Recliating with his horn, which then the hunte* 
cheers. 

Whilst still the lusty stag his high-palmM head up¬ 
bears. 

His body showing state, with unbent knees upright. 

Expressing from all beasts, his courage in his flight. 

But when th’approachingfocs still following he per¬ 
ceives. 

That he his speed must trust, his usual walk he 
leaves: 

And o’er the champain flics: which when th’ assem¬ 
bly find. 

Each follows, as liis horse were footed with the wind. 
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But being then imbost, the noble statel}^ deer 
When lie hath gotten ground (the kennel cast arrear) 
Doth heat tlie brooks and ponds for sweet refreshing 
soil: 

That serving not, then proves if he his scent can foil. 
And makes amongst the herds, atid flocks of shag- 
wool’d sheep. 

Them frighting iioiu the guard of those who had 
their keep. 

But when as all his shifts his safety still denies, 

But <|ulte out of his walk, the ways and fallows tries- 
Whom wlien the ploughman meets, his team he Ict- 
tetli stand 

T' assail him with his goad : so with his hook in hand, 
The shephord him pursues, and to his dog doth 
hallo: 

When, with tempestuous speed, the liounds an<l 
liuntsmcn follow'; 

Until the noble deer through toil bercav’d of 
strength, 

Plis long and sinewy legs then failing him at length. 
The villages attempts, enrag’d, not giving way 
To any thing he meets now at his sad decay. 

The cruel ravenous hounds and blootly hunters 
near. 

This noblest beast of chase, that vainly doth but 
fear. 

Some bank or quickset finds: to which his haunch 
oppos’d, 

lie turns upon his foes, that soon have him inclos’d, 

K Z 
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The churlish-throated hounds then holding him at 

And as their cruel tangs on his harsh skin they lay. 
With his bliarp-pointcd head he dealeth deadly 
wounds. 

The hunter, coming in to help his wearied hounds. 
He desperately assails; until opprcst by force. 

He who the mourner is to his own dying corse, 
Upon the ruthless earth his precious tears lets fall, 


TO HIS coy I.OVE. 

FROM HIS ODES. 

I PRAY thee, love, love me no more. 

Call home the heart you gave me, 

1 but in vain that saint adore. 

That can, but will not save me: 

These poor half kisses kill me quite; 

Was ever man thus served ? 

Amidst an ocean of delight, 

For pleasure to be starved. 

4 

Shew me no more those snowy breasts, 
With azure rivers branched. 

Where whilst mine eye with plenty feasts-, 
Yet is my thirst not stanched. 

O Tantalus, thy pains ne’er tell, 

By me thou art prevented; 

’Tis nothing to be plagu’d in hell, 

But thus in heaven tormented. 
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Clip me no more in those clear arms. 
Nor thy life’s comfort call me; 

O, these arc but too powerful charms, 
And do but more enthral me. 

But see how patient I am grown. 

In all this coil about thee; 

Come, nice thing, let thy heart alone, 
I cannot live without thee. 


BALLAD OF DOWSABFL. 

Far in the country of Arden, 

There won’d a knight, hight Cassamen, 
As bold as Isenbras: 

Fell was he and eager bent. 

In battle and in tournament. 

As was the good Sir Topas. 
lie had, as antique stories tell, 

A daughter doped DowsabeJ, 

A maiden fair and free. 

And for she was her father’s heir. 

Full well she was ycond the Icir 
Of mickle courtesy. 

The silk well couth she twist and twine, 
And make the fine march-pine. 

And with the needle work : 

And she couth help the priest to say 
His mattins on a tioly-day, 

4nd sing a psalm in kirk. 
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She wore a frock of frolic green, 

Might well become a maiden queen, 
Wliicb seemly was to see; 

A lioud to tliat so neat and dne^ 

In colour like the columbine, 

1 wrought full fcatously. 

Her features all as fresh above, 

As is the grass that grows by Dove, 

And lythe as lass of Kent. 

Her skin as soft as Leinster wool. 

As white as snow, on Pcakish Hull, 

Or sv\ an that swims in Trent. 

This maiden in a morn betime. 

Went forth when May was in the prime. 
To get sweet setywall. 

The honey-suckle, the harlock. 

The lily, and the lady-smock. 

To deck her summer hall. 

Thus as she wander’d here and tliere. 
And picked olF the bloomy brier, 

She chanced to espy 
A shepherd sitting on a bank. 

Like cliantiolecr he crowned crank. 

And pip’d full nierril 3 \ 

He learn'd his sheep, as he him list. 
When he would whistle in his list, 

To feed about him round. 

Whilst he full many a carol sang. 

Until the fields and meadows rang. 

And all the woods did sound. 
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Til favour this same shepherd swain 
Was like the bedlam Tamerlane, 

Which held proud kings in awe: 

TTiit meek as any lamb might be; 

And innocent of ill as he 

Whom his lewd brother slaw. 

The shepherd wore a sheep-gray cloak. 
Which was of the finest lock. 

That could be cut with sheer. 

Ills mittens were of bauzons* skin. 

Mis cockers were of cordiwin. 

His hood of minivccr. 

His awl and lingcl in a thong. 

His tar-box on his broad belt hung, 

His hrcccli of Coin tree blue. 

Full crisp and curled were his locks. 

His brows ns wliite as Albion rocks. 

So like a lover true. 

And piping still he spent the day. 

So merry as the popinjay. 

Which liked Dowsabel; 

That would she ought, or would she nought. 
This lad would never fromjier thought. 

She in love-longing fell. 

At length she tucked up her frock. 

White as a lily was her smock. 

She drew the shepherd nigh; 

But then the shepherd pip’d a good. 

That all his sheep forsook their food. 

To hear this melody. 



6 


MJCHAGI. DllAYTON. 


Thy sheep, quoth she, cannot be lean. 
That have a jolly shepherd swain. 

The whicli cim pipe so well: 

Yea but (saitli he) their shepherd may. 
If piping- thus lie pine away. 

In love of Dowsabel. 

Of love, fond boj^, take thou no keep, 
Quolh she, look well unto thy sheep, 
Licst they should hap to stray. 

Quotli he, so had I done full well. 

Hud I not seen iair Dowsabel 
Come lorlh fo gather May. 

W irh that she ’gan to veil her head. 
Her cheeks w'crc like the roses red, 

Ihit not a w’ord she said, 

W'ilh that the shepherd ’gan to frown, 
lie threw his pretty pipes adown, 

And on the ground him laid. 

Saith she, I may not stay till niglit. 
And leave my suinnier hall undight. 
And all for love of thee. 

;My cote, saith he, nor yet my fold, 
Hhjill neither sliecp nor shepherd hold. 
Except thou favour me. 

Saith she, yet lever I were dead, 

Than I should lose my maidcjihcad, 
And all for love of men. 

Saith he, yet are you too unkind. 

If in your heart you cannot Jiiid 
To love us now and then. 



EDWARD FAIRFAX, 

And I to thee will be as kind^ 

As Colin was to Kosalind, 

Of courtesy the flower. 

Then will 1 be as true, quoth she, 

As ever maiden yet might be 
Unto her paramour. 

With that she bent her snow-white knee, 
Down by the shepherd kneeled she, 

And him she sweetly kist. 

With that the sliepherd whoop'd for joy, 
Quoth he, there’s never shepherd's boy 
That ever was so blest. 


EDWARD FAIRFAX. 


Edw ard Fairfax, the truly poetical translator oi 
Tasso, was tlie second son of Sir Thomas Fairfax, ol‘ 
Denton, in Yorkshire. His family were all soldiers; 
but the poet, while his brothers were seeking mili- 
tar}^ reputation abroad, preferred the quiet enjoy¬ 
ment of letters at home, fie married and settled as 
a private gentleman at Fuyston, a place beautifulh 
situated between the family seat at Denton and the 
forest of Knaresborough. Some of his time was 
devoted to the management of his brother Lord 
Fairfax's property, and to superintending the edu¬ 
cation of his lordship's children. The jirose MSS. 
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uhich he left in the library at Denton sufficiently 
attest his literary industry. They have never been 
published, and as they relate chiefly to religious 
controversy, are not likely to be so, although his 
treatise on witchcraft, recording its supposed opera¬ 
tion upon his own family, must form a curious relic 
of superstition. Of Fairfax it might, therefore, well 
be said— 

Prevailing poet, whose undoubting mind 
“ Believed the magic wonders which he sung.” 

Of his original works in verse, his History of Ed¬ 
ward the black Prince has never been pul)lished; 
but Mr. A. Chalmers (Biog. Diet. art. Fairfax) is, 
I believe, as much mistaken in supposing that his 
Eclogues have never been collectively printed, as in 
pronouncing them entitl,ed to high commendation for 
their poetry. A more obscurely stupid allegory and 
fable can hardly be imagined than the fourth eclogue 
preserved in Mrs, Cooper's Muse’s f.ibrary : its 
being an imitation of some of the tJieoiogicul pas¬ 
torals of Spenser is no apology for its absurdity. 
When a fox is described as seducing the chastity of 
a lamb, and when the eclogue writer tells us that 

“ An hundred times her virgin lip he kiss’d, 

‘‘ As oft her maiden finger gently wrung,” 

who could imagine that either poetry, or ecclesias¬ 
tical history, or sense or meaning of any kind, was 
ever meant to be conveyed under such a conundrum ? 
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The time of Fairfax’s death has not been di^- 
covered; it is known that he was alive in 1631; but 
his translation of the Jerusalem was published when 
he was a young man, vuis inscribed to Queen Eliza¬ 
beth, and forms one of the glories of her reign. 


FROM lAlRFAX’s TRANSi.ATION OF TASSO’s JERU- 
SALJiM OKLIVKRKI), KOOK XVllI. 

Rlnaldo, after offering his devotions on I\Iount Olivet, enters on 
tJic adventure of tlic Kncliaiited Wood. 

It was the time, when ’gainst the breaking day 
Rebellious night yet strove, and still repin’d; 

For ill the east appear’d the morning grey, 

And yet some lamps in Jove’s high palace shin’d, 
When to Mount Olivet he took his w'a)% 

And saw, as round about his eyes he twin’d. 

Night’s shadows hence, from thence the morningV 
shine; 

This bright, that dark; that earthly, this divine: 

Thus to himself he thought; how many bright 
And splendent lamps shine in heav’n’s temple high! 
Day hath his golden sun, her moon the night. 

Her fix’d and wand’ring stars the azure sky; 

So framed all by their Creator’s might. 

That still they live and shine, and ne’er shall die, 
’Till, in a moment, with the last day's brand 
They burn, and with them burn sea, air, and 
land. 
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Thus as he mused, to the top he went, 

And there kneel’d down with reverence and fear; 
His eyes upon heav’n’s eastern face he bent; 

H is thoughts above all heav’ns up-lifted were—• 
The sins and errors, which 1 now repent, 

Of ni}' unbridled youth, O leather dear. 

Remember not, but let thy mercy fall. 

And purge my faults and my offences all. 

Thus pra 3 ^cd he; with purple wings up-fle\v 
In golden weed the morning’s lusty queen, 
Regilding, with the radiant beams she threw. 

His helm, his harness, and the mountain green : 
Upon his breast and foreliead gently blew 
The air, that balm and nardus breath'd unseen ■ 
And o'er his head, let down from clearest skies, 
A cloud of pure and precious dew there flics: 

The heav’nly dew was on his garments spread. 

To which compar’d, his clothes pale ashes seem. 
And sprinkled so, that all that ptaleness fled, 

And thence of purest w'hite bright rays outstream: 
So cheered are the flow’rs, late withered. 

With the sweet comfort of the morning beam ; 
And so, return’d to youth, a serpent old 
Adorns herself in new and native gold. 

The lovely whiteness of his changed weed 
The prince perceived well, and long admir’d; 
Toward the forest march’d he on with speed. 
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Resolv’d, as such adventures great requir’d: 
Thither he came, whence, shrinking back for dread 
Of that strange desert’s sight, the first retir’d ; 

Rut not to him fearful or loathsome made 
That forest was, but sweet with pleasant shade. 

Forward he pass’d, and in the grove before 

lie heard a sound, that strange, sweet, pleasing ; 

There roll’d a crystal brook with gentle roar. 

There sigh’d the winds, as through the leaves tliey 
pass; 

There did the nightingale her wrongs deplore, 
There sung the swan, and singing died, alas ! 

There lute, harp, cittern, human voice ho licdn!. 
And all these sounds one sound right well di'clar'd. 

A dreadful thunder-clap at last he heard. 

The aged trees and plants well nigh that rent, 

Yet heard the nymphs and sirens afterward, 

Birds, winds, and waters, sing with sweet consent; 
Wliereat amaz’d, he stay’d, and well prepar’d 
For his defence, heedful and slow forth-went; 

Nor in his waj' his passage ougfit withstood. 
Except a quiet, still, transparent flood : 

On the green banks, which that fair stream in¬ 
bound. 

Flowers and odours sw^eetly smil’d and smellM, 
Which reaching out his stretched arms around. 

All the large desert in his bosom licld, 
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And through the grove one channel passage found; 
This in the wood, in tliat the forest dwell’d: 

Trees clad the streams, streams green those trees 
aye made, 

And so exchang'd their moisture and their shade. 

The knight some way souglit out the flood to pass. 
And, as he sought, a wond’rous bridge appear’d; 

A bridge of gold, an huge and mighty mass. 

On arches great of that rich metal rear’d: 

When through that golden v\ay ho enter’d vva'^, 
Down loll the bridge; swelled the stream, and 
wear'd 

The work away, nor sign left, where it stood, 
And of a river calm became a flood. 

Tie turn’d, amaz’d to sec it troubled so. 

Like sudden brooks, increas’d with molten snow; 
The billows fierce, that tossed to and fro, 

The whirlpools suck’d down to their b<»soms low; 
13ut on he went to search for wonders mo. 

Through the thick trees, there high and broad which 
grow; ’ 

And in that forest huge, and desert wide, 

The more he sought, more w'onders still he spy’d : 

Wliere’er he stepp’d, it seem’d the joyful ground 
llenew’d the verdure of her flow’ry weed; 

A fountain here, a well-spring there he found; 
JTere bud the roses, there the lilies spread: 



EDWARD FAIRFAX. 


63 


The aged wood o’er and about him round 
Flourish'd with blossoms new, new leaves, new seed; 
And on the boughs and branches of those trecn 
The bark was soften’d, and renew’d the green: 

The manna on each leaf did pearled lie; 

The honey stilled from the tender rind : 

Again he heard that wond’rous harmony 
Of songSj and sweet complaints of lovers kind; 

The human voices sung a treble high, 

To which respond the birds, the streams, the wind; 
i^ut yet unseen those nymphs, those singers 
were. 

Unseen the lutcs^ harps, viols, which they bear. 

lie look’d, he listen’d, yet his thoughts deny’d 
To think that true, which he did hear and sec : 

A myrtle in an ample plain he spy’d. 

And thither by a beaten path went he; 

The myrtle spread her mighty branches wide, 
Higher than pine, or palm, or cypress tree. 

And far above all other plants was seen 
That forest’s lady, and that dc'kert’s queen. 

Upon the tree his eyes Rinaldo bent. 

And there a marvel great and strange begati; 

An aged oak beside him cleft and rent. 

And from his fertile, hollow womb, forth ran. 

Clad in rare weeds and strange habiliment, 

A nymph, for age able to go to man; 
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An Iiundred plants beside, ev*n in his siglit, 
Childed an hundred nymphs, so great, so diglit. 

Such as on singes play, such as we see 
The dryads painted, whom wild satyrs love. 

Whose arms half-naked, locks untrussed be, 

With buskins laced on their legs above. 

And silken robes tuck’d short above their knee, 
Such seem’d the sylvan daughters of this grove; 
Save, that instead of shafts and bows of tree. 

She bore a lute, a harp or cittern she : 

And wantonly they cast them in a ring, 

And sung and danc’d to move his weaker sense, 
Uinaldo round about environing. 

As does it*s centre the circumference; 

The tree they compass’d eke, and ’gan to sing. 
That woods and streams admir’d their excellence— 
Welcome, dear Lord, welcome to this sweet grove, 
Welcome, our lady's hope, welcoint', her love ! 

Thou com'st to cure our princess, faint and sick 
Tor love, for love of thee, faint, sick, distress’d ; 
Late black, late dreadful was this forest thick. 

Fit dwelling for sad folk, with grief oppress’d ; 

See, with thy coming how the branches quick 
Jlevived are, and in new blossoms dress’d ! 

This was their song; and after from it went 
First a sweet sound, and then the niyrtlc renf 
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If antique times admir’d Silenus old. 

Who oft appear'd set on his lazy ass. 

How would they wonder, if they had behold 
Such sights, as from the myrtle high did pass! 
Thence came a lady fair with locks of gold. 

That like in shape, in face, and beauty was 
To fair Arniida; llinald thinks he spies 
Her gestures, smiles, and glances of her eyes : 

On him a sad and smiling look she cast. 

Which twent}" passions strange at once bewrays; 
And art thou come, quoth she, return'd at last 
To hci*, from whom but late thou raii’st thy ways? 
Com'st thou to comfort me for sorrows past. 

To ease my widow nights, and careful days ? 

Or coniest thou to work me grief and harm ? 
Why nilt thou speak, why not thy face disarm ? 

Com’st thou a friend or foe ? I did not frame 
That golden bridge to entertain my foe; 

Nor open’d flow’rs and fountains, as you came, 

To welcome him with joy, who brings me woe: 
Put off thy helm ; rejoice me with* the Hamc 
Of thy bright eyes, whciiee first niy fires did grow 3 
Kiss me, embrace me ; if you further venture. 
Love keeps the gate, the fort is eath to enter. 

Thus as she wo> es, she rolls her rueful eyes 
With piteou.s look, and changeth oft her chear; 

An hundred sighs from her false heart up-fly 3 
She sobs, she mourns, it is great ruth to hear: 

VOL. ir. ^ F 
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The hardest breast sweet pity mollifies; 

What stony heart resists a woman’s tear ? 

But yet the knight, wise, wary, not unkind, 
Drew forth his sword, and from her careless twin’d; 

Towards the tree lie march’d; she thither start. 
Before him stepp’d, embracM the plant, and cry’d— 
Ah! never do me such a spiteful part, 

To cut my tree, this forest’s joy and pride; 

Put up thy sword, else pierce therewith the hi art 
Of thy forsaken and despis’d Arinidc; 

For through tliis breast, and through this heart, 
unkind. 

To this fair tree thy sword shall passage find. 

He lift his brand, nor car’d, though oft she pray’d, 
And she her form to oilier shape did change; 

Such monsters huge, when men in dreams are laid_, 
Oft in their idle fancies roam and range: 

Her body swcll’d, her face obscure wa^; made; 
Vanish’d her garments rich, and vestures strange: 

A giantess before him high she stands, 

Arm’d, like Briareus, with an hundred hands: 

With fifty sw'ords, and fifty targets bright. 

She threaten’d death, she roar’d, she cry’d aiidfouglit: 
Each other nymph, in armour likewise dight, 

A Cyclops great became ; ho fear’d them nought. 
But on the myrtle smote with all his might, 

Which groan’d, like living souls, to death nig(> 
brought; 
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The sky seeniM Pluto’s court, the air seem’d hell, 
Therein such monsters roar, such spirits yell: 

LightenM the heav’n above, the earth below 
Koared aloud ; that thunder’d, and this shook: 
Bluster’d the tempests strong ; the whirlwinds blow ; 
The bitter storm drove hailstones in his look; 

But yet his arm grew neither weak nor slow. 

Nor of that fury heed or eare he took. 

Till low to earth the wounded tree down bended 
Then iVd the spirits all, the charms all ended. 

The hcav’ns grew’ clear, the air wax’d calm and 
still. 

The wood returned to its wonted state. 

Of witchcrafts free, (jiiitc void of spirits ill, 

Of horror full, hut horror there innate : 
lie further try’d, if ought withstood Ins will 
To cut those trees, as did the charms of late, 

And finding nought to stop him, smil'd and said— 
O shadows vain ! O fools, ol’shades afraitl! 

From thence home to the camp-ward turn'd the 
knight; 

The heru.it cry’d, up-starting from liis seat. 

Now of the wood the charms have lost their might; 
The sprites arc conquer’d, ended is the feat; 

Sec where he comes !—Array’d in glitt’ring wliiti’ 
Appear’d the man, bold, stately, bigli and great; 
ilis eagle’s silver wings to shine begun 
'With wond’rous splendour ’gainst the gf.ldon 
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The camp receiv’d him with a joyful cry, 

A cry, the hills and dales about that fill’d; 

Then Godfrey welcom’d him with honours high; 
His glory queneird all spite, all envy kill’d: 

To yonder dreadful grove, quoth he, went I, 
And from the fearful wood, as me you will’d. 
Have driven the sprites away; thither let be 
Your people sent, the way is safe and free. 


SAMUEL ROW F.ANDS. 

XiiE history of this author is quite unknown, except 
that he was a prolific pamphleteer in the reigns of 
Elizabeth, James I. and Charles i. liitson has mus¬ 
tered a numerous catalogue of his works, to which the 
compilers of the Centura Literaria have added some 
articles. It has been remarked by the latter, that 
his muse is generally found in low company, from 
which it is inferred that he frequented the haunts of 
dissipation. The conclusion is unjust—Fielding was 
not a blackguard, though he wrote the adventures 
of Jonathan Wild. His descriptions of contem¬ 
porary follies have considerable humour. I think 
he has afforded in the following story of Smug the 
Smith a hint to Butler for his apologue of vicarious 
justice, in the case of the brethren who hanged a 
“ poor weaver that was bed-rid,” instead of the 
cobbler who had killed an Indian, 

** Not out of malice, but pure zeal. 

Because he was an Infidel.” 

Hudihras, part ii. canto 2.1.420. 
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TRAGEDY OF SMUG THE SMITH. 

FROM THE NIGHT RAVEN. 

A SMITH for felony was apprehended. 

And being condeninM for having so oftended. 

The townsmen, with a general consent, 

Unto the judge with a petition went. 

Affirming that no smith did near tliem dwell. 

And for his art they could not spare him well; 

For he was good at edge-tool, lock, and key. 

And for a farrier most rare man, quoth they. 

The discreet judge unto the clowns replied. 

How shall the law be justly satisfied ? 

A thief tliat steals must die therefore, that’s flat. 

O Sir, said tliey, we have a trick for that: 

Two weavers dwelling in our town there are. 

And one of them we very well can spare; 

Let hwi be bang’d, we very humbly crave—» 

Nay, hang them both, so we the smith may save- 
The judge he smiled at their simple jest. 

And said, the smith would serve the hangman best. 


THE VICAR. 

FROM HIS EPIGRAMS, NO. 37 . —IN THE LETTING OF HUMOUR’S 
RLOOD, IN THE HEAD VEIN.—FIRST PUIlLISHED IN 1 () 00 . 

An honest vicar and a kind consort. 

That to the ale-house friendly would resort. 

To have a game at tables now and than, 

Or driuk his pot as soon as any man; 



;o 


SAMtTEL ROWLANDS. 


As fair a gamester, and as free from brawl. 

As ever man slioiild need to play withal; 

Because his hostess pledg’d him not carouse, 
Rashly, in clioler, did forswear her house: 

Taking the glass, this was his oath he swore— 

“ Now, by this drink, I’ll ne’er come hither more.** 
But mightily his hostess did repent, 

For all her guests to the next ale-house went, 
Following the vicar’s steps in every thing. 

He led the parish even by a string; 

At length his ancient hostess did complain 
She was undone, unless he came again ; 

Desiring certain friends of hers and his. 

To use a policy, which should he this: 

Because with coming ho should not forswear him. 
To save his oaths thev on their hacks should hear him. 
Of this good course the vicar well did think. 

And so they always carried him to drink. 


* LIKE .MASTliR LIKE MAN. 

FR031 TIIK KNAVIi OF S1»AJ>KS. 

« 

'I'wo serving men, or rather two men-servers. 

For unto God they were hut ill deservers, 

Conferr’d together kindly, knave with knave. 

What lilting masters for their turns they have. 

“ Mine,” (luoth the one, “ is of a bounteous sprite, 
And in the tavern will he drunk all night. 

Spending most lavishly he knows not what. 

But I have wit to make good use of that: 
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And is for tiivern and for bawdy house, 

»• ****** * 

He hath some humours very strange and odd. 

As every day at cliurcli, and not servo God; 

With secret liiddeii virtues otlier ways, 

As often on his knees, yet never prays.” 

Quoth t'other, “ How dost prove this obscure 
talk ?”— 

“ Why, man, lie haunts the church that’s l^aul's, to 
walk: 

And for his often being on the knee, 

’Tis drinking healths, as drunken liuniours be.” 

“ It’s passing good, I do protest,” quoth t’other, 

“ I think thy maste>* be my master’s brother; 

For sure in qualities they may be kin. 

Those very lumiours he is daily in. 

For drinking healths, and being churched so, 

They cheek-by-jowl may with each other go. 

Then, pray thee, let us two in love go drink. 

And on these matters for our profit think: 

To handle such two masters turn us loose; ^ 

Shear thou the sheep, and I will^ pluck the goose.” 


FOOLS AND JLVHKS TIOLL TRUE. 

I KOM THn ‘•ami:. 

Two friends that met would give each other wine, 
And made tlieir entrance at next bush and sign, 
Calling for claret, which they did agree, 

(The season hot) should qualified be 
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With water and sugar: so the same being brought 
By a new boy, in vintner’s tricks untaught, 

They bad him quickly bring fair water in, 

Who look’d as strange as lie amaz’d Iiad bin. 

** Why dost not stir," quoth they, “ with nimble 
feet ? ” 

“ ’Cause, gentlemen,said he, “ it is not meet 
To put in too much water in your drink, 

For there’s enough already, sure, I think; 

Richard the drawer, by my troth I vow. 

Put in great store of water even now,** 


TIIK MARHlJiO SCHOLAR. 

A SCHOLAR, newly enter’d marriage life. 

Following his study, did olfend his wife, 

Because wdien she his company expected. 

By bookish business she was still neglected; 
Coming unto his study, “ Lord," quoth she, 

*''Can papers cause you love them more than me ? 

I would 1 were transform’d into a book, 

That your affection might upon me look! 

But in my wish withal be it decreed, 

1 would be sucli a book you love to read. 

Husband (quoth she) which book’s form should I 
take?” 

Marry,” said he, ** ’twere best an almanack: 

The reason wherefore I do wish thee so. 

Is, every year we have a new^, you know.** 
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The life of Donne is more interesting than his 
poetry. He was tlesccntlecl from an ancient family; 
his mother was related to Sir Thomas More, and 
to IIc3avooii, the epigrammatist. A prodigy of 
youthful learning, he was entered of Hart Hall, 
now Hertford College, at the unprecedented age of 
eleven : he studied afterwards with an extraordinary 
thirst for general knowletlge, and seems to have 
consumed a considerable patrimony on his educa* 
tion and travels. Having accompanied the Karl of 
Essex in his expedition to Cadiz, ho purposed to have 
set out on an extensive course of travels, and to have 
visited the iioly sepulchre at Jerusalem. • hough 
compelled to give up his design by the insuperable 
dangers and difficulties of the journey, he did not 
come home till his mind had been stored with an ex¬ 
tensive knowledge of foreign langiiagesand manners, 
by a residence in the south of Europe. On his re¬ 
turn to England, the Lord Chancellor Ellesmere 
made him his secretary, and took him to his house. 
There he formed a mutual attachment to the niece 
of Lady Ellesmere, and without the means or pro- 
.^pcct of support, the lovers thought proper to marry. 
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The lady’s father. Sir George More, on the declara¬ 
tion of tills step, was so triinsportod with rngc, that 
he insisted on the chancellor’s driving Donne from 
his protection, and even got him imprisoned, to¬ 
gether with the witnesses of the marriage. He was 
soon released from prison, but the chancellor would 
not again take liini into his service; and the brutal 
father-in-law would not support the unfortuniite 
pair. Ill their distress, however, they were sheltered 
by Sir Francis Woolcy, a son of Lady Lllcsmere 
by a former marriage, with whom they resided for 
several years, and were treated with a kindness that 
mitigated their sense of dcpendance, 

Donne had been bred a catliolic, but on mature 
reflection had made a conscientious renunciation of 
that faith. One of his warm friends. Dr. Morton, 
afterwards bishop of Durham, wished to have pro¬ 
vided for him, by generously surrciulering one of 
his benefices: he therefore pressed him to take holy 
orders, and to return to him the third d.;y with his 
answer to the proposal. “ At hearing of this,” (says 
his biographer,) “ Mr. Donne’s faint breath and per- 
plcxed countenance gave visible testimon}^ of an 
“ inward conflict. He did not houever return his 
“ answer till the third day, wlien, witli fervid thanks, 
he declined the offer, telling the bishop that tlicre 
were some errors of his life which, though long 
repented of, and pardoned, as he trusted, by God, 
might yet be not forgotten by some men, and which 
might cast a dishonour on the sacred oflice." - We 
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are not told what those irregularities were, but the 
conscience which could dictate such an answer was 
not likely to require great offences for a stumbling- 
block. This occurred in the poet’s thirty-fourth 
year. 

After the death of Sir F. Wooley, his next pro¬ 
tector was Sir Robert Drury, whom he accompanied 
on an embassy to France. Ilis wife, with an attach¬ 
ment as romantic as poet could wish for, had formed 
the design of accompanying him as a page. It was on 
this occasion, and to dissuade her front the design, 
that he addressed to her the verses beginning, “ By 
our first strange and fatal interview.” Isaac Wal¬ 
ton relates, with great simplicity, how the poet, one 
evening, as he sat .alone in his chamber in Paris, saw 
the vision of his beloved wife appear to him with a 
dead infant in her arms, a story which wants only 
credibility to be interesting. He had at last the good 
fortune to attract the regard of King James; and, 
at his majesty’s instance, as he might now consider 
that he had outlived the remembrance of his former 
follies, he was persuaded to become a c]crg)^man. In 
this capacity he was successively appointed chaplain 
to the king, lecturer of Lincoln’s Inn, dean of St. 
Dimstan in the west, and dean of St. Paul’s. His 
death, at a late age, was occasioned by consump- 
t'on. He was buried in St. Paul’s, where his figure 
yet remains in the vault of St, Faith’s, carved from 
painting for which he sat a few days before bis 
’oatl), dicssed in bis winding-slicct. 
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Sweetest love, I do not go 
For weariness of thee. 

Nor in hope the world can shew 
A fitter love for me. 

But since that I 
Must die at last, *tis best 
Thus to use myself in jest 
By feigned death to die. 

Yesternight the sun went hence. 
And yet is here to-day; 

He hath no do'^ire nor sense. 
Nor half so short a way: 

Then fear not me. 

But believe that I shall make 
Hastier journeys, since I take 

More wings and spurs than he. 

* * at * * 


THK BREAK OF DAY. 

Stay, oh sweet! and do not rise: 

The light that shines comes from thine eyes; 
The day breaks not—it is my heart. 

Because that you and I must part. 

Stay, or else my joys will die, 

And perish in their infancy. 
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’Tis true, it’s day—what though it be ? 

O wilt thou therefore rise from me ? 

Why should we rise because ’tis light ? 

Did we lie down because ’twas night ? 

Love, which in spite of darkness brought us hither. 
Should, in despite of light, keep us together. 

Light hath no tongue, but is all eye; 

If it could speak as well as spy. 

This were the worst that it could say, 

That, being well, I fain would stay. 

And that 1 lov’d my heart and honour so, 

That I would not from her that had them go. 


^lust business thee from hence remove ? 

O, that's the worst disease of Jove! 

The poor, the foul, the false, love can 
Admit, but not the busy man. 

He which hath business and makes love, doth do 
Such wrong as when a married man doth woo. 


TIIK DREAM.’ 

Image of her wdiom I love more than she 
Whose fair impression in my faithful heart 
Makes me her medal, and makes her love me 
As kings do coins, tO'which their stamps impart 
The value^go, and take my heart from lienee. 
Which now is grown too great and good for me. 
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Honours oppress weak spirits, and nur sense 
Strong objects dull; the more, the less we see. 
When you are gone, and reason gone with you, 
Then phantasy is queen, and soul, and all; 

She can present joys meaner (han you do. 
Convenient, and more proportional. 

So if'l dream I have you, I have you. 

For all our joys are but I’antastical, 

And so 1 scape the pain, for pain is true; 

And sleep, which locks up sense, dotli lock oi*i all. 
After such a fruition I shall wake, 

And, but the waking, nothing shall repent; 

And shall to love more thankiul sonnets make, 
Than if more honour, tears, and pain‘<, were sjient. 
But, dearest heart, and dearer image, stay; 

Alas ! true joys at best are dreams enough. 
Though you stay here you pass too fast away. 

For even at first life’s taper is a snulF. 

Fdl’d with her love, may 1 be rather gro\wi 
Mad with much heart, than ideot wit*- 


ON THE LORD IIARRINLTGN, ike. 

TO THE COLNTESS OF BElU'OilO. 

Fair soul! which wast not only, as all soul be, 
Then when thou wast infused, harniony. 

But didst continue so, and now dost bear 
A part in God’s great orgaii, tlu< wlioJe ’?phert : 
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If looking up to God, or down to ns. 

Thou find that any w*y is pervious 
’Twixt lieav’ii and earth, ami that men’s actions do 
Come to your knowledge and affections too. 

See, and with jo}', me to that good degree 
Of goodness grown, that I can study thee; 

And by these meditations refin’d. 

Can unapparel and enlarge my mind; 

And so can make, by this soft cxtacy. 

This place a map of heav’ii, mj-sclf of thee. 

'J'hoii sec’st me here at raidnigitt now all rest, 
Time’s dead low-water, whcji all mimls divest 
To-inorrow’s business, when tlie laborers have 
Such rest in betl, that their last chnrcln ard graNO, 
Subject to change, will scarce be a t\ pe of thic. 
Now, wiicn the client, whose last hearing is 
To-morrow, ploi*p‘>; Avheii the condeniiicil man, 
(Who, when he opes his C 3 ’es, must shut them, then, 
Again by death !) although sad watch lie keep. 
Doth practise dying by a little sleep. 

Thou at this midnight scest me, and as soon 
As that sun rises, to me midnight’s noon; 

All the world grows transparent, *and 1 sec 
'riirough all, both church and state, i/i seeing thee. 

■K* ■X' -it -X- X' Xt' Xr Xr 
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Of this author I have been able to obtain no fartlicr 
information, tlian tliat he belonged to the Inner 
Temple, and translated a great number of John 
Owen’s Latin epigrams into English. ITis songs, 
sonnets, and elegies, bear the date of lOjI. In- 
difi^erent as the collection is, entire pieces of it are 
pilfered. 


FaO]\l SONGS, SONNETS, AM) KIJOCUKS, J\Y T. PlCKJfi. 

The night, say all, was made for rest; 

And so say I, but not for all; 

To them the rlarkest nights are best, 

Which give them leave asleep to fall; 

But I that seek my rest by light. 

Hate sleep, and praise the clearest night. 

Bright was the moon, as bright as day. 

And Venus glitterM in the west. 

Whose light did lead the ready way, 

That led me to iny wished rest; 

Then each of them cncrcas'd their light. 

While I cnjoyM her heavenly sight. 
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Say, gentle dames, what mov’d your mind 
To shine so bright above your wont ? 

Would Phoebe fair Endymion find, 

Would Venus see Adonis Iiunt ? 

No, no, you feared by lier sight, 

To lose the praise of beauty bright. 

At last for shame you shrunk away. 

And thought to reave the world of light. 
Then shone my dame with brighter ray, 
Than that which comes from J*hcebus* sight: 
None other light but liers I praise, 

Whose nights are clearer than the days. 


(iROllGK lIi:unERT. 

BORN 1593. -DIED 

“ Holy George Herbert,” as he is generally called, 
was prebendary of Leighton Promswold, in Leices¬ 
tershire. Though Bacon is said to have consulted 
him about his writings, his niemory*is chiefly indc})t- 
ed to the affectionate mention of old Isaac Walton. 


I'KOM ms l*OEMS, ENTITLED, TUB TEMPLE, OR 
SACRED r*OEi\IS AND PlOtlS E.1 ACULATIONS. 

SwKET day, so cool, so calm, so bright, 

'file bridal of the earth and sky, 

Sweet dew." shall weep thy fall to-night. 

For thou must die. 
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Sweet rose, whose hue, angry anil brave, 

Bids the rash gazer wipe In’s eye, 

71iy root is ever in its grave, 

And thou must die. 

*Swcet spring, full of sweet days and roses, 

A box where sweets compacted lie; 

My music shews you have your closes. 

And all mu it die. 

Only a sweet and virtuous soul. 

Like seasonM timber, never gives. 

But when the whole Avorld turns to coal. 

Then chiefly lives. 


JO^^ MARSTON. 

niKi) lG34. 


Xiirs writer was the antagonist of Jonson in the 
drama, and the rival of Bishop Hall in .'atirc ’, though 
confessedly inferior to them both in their respective 
walks of poetry. While none of his biographers seem 
to know any thing about him, Mr. Gilford (in his 
Memoirs of Ben Jonson) conceives that Wood has 
unconsciously noticed him as a gentleman of Co¬ 
ventry, who married Mary, the daughter of the Rev. 
W, Wikes, chaplain to King James, and rector of iSt. 

^ He wrote tlie Scourge of Vilhiny, three btu*]-.** of satires, 1599. 
He was also author of the Metamorphosis of Pigmalion’.s Image, 
and ccrlaiu Satires, published 1595, which makes his date us 
satirist nearly coeval with that of Uif>hup Hall. 
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Martin, in Wiltshire, According to this notice, our 
poet died at London, in 1634, and was buried in the 
church belonging to the Temple. These particu¬ 
lars agree with what Jonson said to Drummond re¬ 
specting this dramatic opponent of his, in liis con¬ 
versation at Ilawthorndcn, viz. that Marston ^n•otc 
his fathcr-in-lavv’s pi cachings, anil his fathcr-in-law 
iVIarslon’s comedies. Marstmi’s ccmiedies are some¬ 
what dull 5 and it is not dillicult to conceive a witty 
sermon, of those days when puns were scattered from 
the pulpit, to have been as lively as an indin'erent 
comedy. Mai'Ston is tlie Crispinus of Jonson’s 
Poetaster, where he is treated .somewhat less con¬ 
temptuously than liis companion 3)emctrius (Dek- 
ker); an allusion is even made to the respectability 
ol‘hi.s hirtli. Both he and Dekker were afterwards 
reconciled to Jonson ; but iMarston’s reconcilement, 
though he dedicated liis Malecontent to liis propi¬ 
tiated enemy, seems to liavc been subject to relapses. 
It is amusing to lind Langbaine descanting on the 
chaste purity of Marston as a writer, and the author 
of the Biographia Dramatica transcribing the com¬ 
pliment immediately before tlie enumeration of his 
plays, which are stuffed with obscenitj. To this 
disgraceful characteristic of Marston an allusion is 
made in “ The llcturn from Parnassus,*' where it is 
said, 

Give him plain naked words, stript from their 
shirts, 

“ That might beseem plain-dealing Aretine.” 



JOHN MAftSTON. 

FROM SOPIlONlSliA, A TRAOKOY. 

A(T V. SCKWIi III. 

SoPHONisuA, llie daugliter of AMlmlml, lias been wooed by 
Syphiix and Massini'-sa, rival kings of Africa, and both llu* allies 
of Curtlidge. Slic prefers IMassinissa; and Syphux, indignant at 
lier refusal, revolts to the Romans. Masshiissa, on the night of 
his marriage, is summoned to the assistance of the Carthaginians, 
on the alarm of Scipio’s invasion. The senate of Carthage, not¬ 
withstanding Massinissa’s fidelity, decree that Syphav shall be 
tempted back to them by tlic oiler of Sojdionisba in marriage. 
Sophonisba is on the point of being sacrificed to the enforced 
nuptials, when Massinissa, who had been apprised of the treachery 
of Carthage, attacks the troops of Syphax, joins the Romans, and 
brings Syphax a captive to Scipio’s feet. Syphav, in his jus¬ 
tification to Scipio, pleads, that his love for Sojihonisba alone Iiad 
tempted him to revolt from Rome. Scipio therefore orders that 
the daughter of Asdruhal, when taken prisoner, shall belong to 
the Romans alone. Lelius and Massinissa inarch on to Cirta, and 
storm the palace of Syphax, where they find Sophonisba. 

The cornets sounding a marcli^ Massinissa enters 

•with his beaver up. 

Miiis, March to tlic palace! 

Soph, Whatever man thou art, 

01‘ Lybia thy fair arms speak, give heart 
To amaz’d weakness: hear Jier that for long time 
Hath seen no wished light. Sophonisba, 

A name for misery much known, ’tis she 
Intrcats of thy grac’d sword this only boon : 

Let me not kneel to Rome; for though no cause 
Of mine deseivcs their hate, though Massinissa 
He ours to heart, yet Roman generals 
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Make proud their triumplis with whatever captives. 
O ’tis a nation which from soul I fear. 

As one well knowing the much grounded hate 
They bear to Asdrubal and Carthage blood ! 
Therefore, witli tears that uasli thy feet, witli hands 
Unus’d to beg, I clasp thy manly knees. 

() save me from their fetters and contempt, 

Their proud insults, and more than insolence ! 

Or if it rest not in tliy grace of breath 
'fo grant such freedom, give me long-wish*d death ; 
I’or ’tis not much loath’d life that now we crave— 
Only an unsham’d death and silent grave. 

We will now deign to bend for. 

Muis, liarity! 

I5y thee and this right hand thou shalt live free! 
Sopft. We cannot now be wretched. 

Mass. Stay the sw ord! 

Let slaughter cease ! sounds, soft as Leda’s breast, 

[Soft music. 

Slide tliroiigb all cars! this night be love’s high feast. 
Soph. O'erwhelm me not with s^wects; let me not 
drink 

Till my breast burst! O Jove ! tliy nectar, think— 

[S/ic sinks into Massinissa’s ams. 
Mass. She is o’ercome with joy. 

Soph, Help, help to bear 
Some happiness, ye powers 1 I’ve joy to spare 
Enough to make a god ! O Massinissa! 

Mass. Peace: 

A silent thinking makes full joys increase. 
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Enter Lklilis. 

L(L Massinissa! 

Mass, LcJius! 

7>c7. TJjinc car. 

Mass, Stand off! 

Lei, From Scipio tlius : by tliy late vow of faith. 
And mutual league of endless amity. 

As thou rcspect’st his virtue or Rome's force, 
Deliver Soplionisba to our hand. 

Mass. Soplionibha! 

1^1, Soplionisba. 

Soph, My lord 

Looks pale, and from liis half-luirst eyes a flame 
Of deep disquiet breaks! the gods turn false 
My sad presage. 

Mass, JSophonisba! 

Lei. Even she. 

Mass. She kill’d not Scipio’s father, nor his uncle, 
Great Cncius. 

Lei, Carthage did. 

Muss. To her what's Carthage ? 

Ld. Know Twas her father, Asdrubal, struck ofi' 
His father’s head. Give place to faith and fate. 
Mass. 'Tis cross to honour. 

Lei. But Tis just to state. 

So speaketli Scipio: do not thou detain 
A Roman prisoner due to this great triumph. 

As thou shall answer Rome and him. 

Mass, Lclius, 

We are now in Rome’s power. Lelius, 
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View Massinissa do a loathed act 

IMo.st thinking from that state liis heart did keep. 

Look, Lelius, look, see Massinissa weep! 

Know I have made a vow more dear to me 
Than my soul’s endless being. She shall rest 
Free from Uonie's bondage! 

Lei. But thoii dost forget 
Thy vow, yet fresh thus breath’d. When I desfst 
To be comniandcd by thy virtue, Scipio, 

Or fall from friend of Rome, revenging gods 
Alllict me with yonr tortures! 

Mass. Lelius, enough: 

Salute the Roman—tell him we will act 
What shall amaze him. 

Lei. W'ilt thou yield her, then ? 

Mass. She shall arrive there straight. 

Lei. Best fate of men 
To thee ! 

Mass. And, Scipio, have I liv’d, O Heavens ! 

To be enforcedly perfidious ! 

Soph. What unjust grief afflicts ray worthy lord? 
Mass. Thunk me, ye gods, with much beholding* 
ness; • 

For, mark, I do not curse you, 

Sopli. Tell me, sweet, 

The cause of thy much anguish. 

3Iass. Ila ! the cause— 

Let’s see—wreath back thine arms, bend down thy 
neck. 

Practise base prayers, make fit thyself for bondage. 
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Soph. Bondage* 

Mass. Bondage! Roman bondage ! 

Soph. No, no I 

Mass. TIovv, tlien, have 1 vo\v’d well to Seipio? 
Soph. Ilow, then, to Soplionisba ? 

Jl/ass. Right; which way? 

Run mad !—impossible—distraction! 

Soph. Dear lord, thy patience: let it ’maze all 
power, 

And list to her in whose sole heart it rests. 

To keep thy faith upright. 

Mass. Wilt thou be slav’d? 

Soph. No, free. 

Mass. Ilow, then, keep I my faith ? 

Soph. IMy death 

Gives help to all! From Rome so rest we free; 

So brought to Scipio, faith is kept in thee. 

Untcr Fac;!-: re//// a howl of xdne. 

Mass. 1'liou dar’st not die—some wine—thou 
dur’&t not die! 

Sop/i. ^ 

[^Shc takes a bowl into which Massi nissa puts poison. I 
Behold me, Masainissa, like thyself, 

A king and soldier; and, I pray thee, keep 
My 1 ast command. 

Mass. Speak, sweet. 

Soph. Dear! do not weep. 

And now with undismay’d resolve behold, 

I'o save you—you—(for honour and just faith 
Are most true gods, which we should much adore) 
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Willi even disdainful vigour I give up 
An ahliorr’d life ! (She drinks) You have been good 
to me, 

And I do thank thee, Heaven, O iny stars! 

I bless your goodness, that, uitli breatt unstain'd, 
I'aitli pure, a virgin wife, tied to my glor}'^, 

I die, of female faith the long-liv'd story; 

Secure from bondage and all servile harms, 

15ut more, most happy in my husband’s arms. 

FROM ANTONIO AM) iMKI.LIDA. 

A(T III. SCENE I. 

Itcprcsciithig tlie .'ifllicllun of f.iII(Mi i;roalricss in Anilrii^io, Duke 
of (jonoa, alter lu* li.r hcoii clrfoalnl liy the V'eiielians, 
seribed by Ills country men, and Ii-li with only two attendants 
in his llight. 

Enter Andjiucho in armour^ LuciotozVA a shepherd's 
gown in his hand^ and a PAtiE, 
yhid. Is not 3^011 gleam the shuddering morn, that 
flakes 

With silver tincture the east verge t)f heaven? 

Luc. 1 think it is, so please your excellence. 
Away! I have no excellence to please. 
Prithee observe the custom of the world, 

That only flatters greatness, states exalts ; 

And please ni}^ excellence! Oh, Lucio, 

Thou hast been ever held respected, dear, 

Even precious to Andrugio’s inmost love. 

( lood, flatter not. Nay, if thou giv’st not faitli 
That 1 am wretched; oh, read that, read that. 
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My thoughts arc fix’d in contemplation 
Wljy this huge earth, this monstrous animal, 

That cats lier children, should not have eyes and 
cars. 

Fhilo'iopljy maintains that Nature’s wise, 

And forms no useless or imperfect thing. 

Did nature make the earth, or the earth nature ? 
For earthly dirt makes all things, makes the man 
Moulds me up honour; and, like a cunning Dutcii- 
man, 

Paints me a puppet even with seeming breath. 

And gives a sot appearance of a soul. 

(ro to, go to; thou Jiest, philosophy; 

Nature forms things imperfect, useless, \ain. 

Why made she not the earth with eyes and ears ? 
'fluit she might sec desert, and liear mens’ plaints: 
That \vhcn a soul ib splitted, sunk with grief. 

He might fall thus upon the breast nf earth, 

[//c ihroxis himbiij on the gromul. 
And in her car, hallow his misery, 

F.xclahning thus; ^Oh, thou all-bearing earth. 
Which men do gape for, till thou cramin’&t their 
mouths, 

And .choak’st their throats with dust; open thy 
breast. 

And let me sink into thee. Look who knocks ; 
Andrugio calls. But, oh ! she’s deaf and blind. 

A wretch but lean relief on earth can find. 

Luc. Sweet lord, abandon passion, and disarm. 
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Since by the fortune of tlic tumbling sea, 

We are roll'd up upon tlie V^enice marsh, 

Let’s clip all fortune, lest more low'ring fate— 
AniL IMore low’ring fate ? Ob, I-.ucio, choke that 
breath. 

Now I (lety chance. Fortune’s brow bath frown’d, 
Kvon to the utmost wrinkle it can bend: 

Her venom’s sj)it. Alas, what country rests, 

A\’hat son, ^^llat comfort that she can deprive ■* 
Triunijdis not Venice in my overthrow? 

Cia])cs not my native country for my blood ? 

Lies not rny son tomb’d in the swelling main ? 

And is more lowering fate? There’s notliing loft 
Unto Andrugio, but Andrugio : 

And that nor mischief, force, distress, nor hell, can 
take. 

Fortune my fortunes, not my mind shall shake. 

Luc, Spoke like yourself: but give me leave, my 
lord. 

To wish your safety. If you are but seen, 

Vour arms dis[>lay you; therefore put them off. 

And take- , 

And. Wouldst have me go unarm’d among my 
foes ? 

IV'ing besieg’d by passion, entering lists, 

'i'o combat with despair and mighty grief; 
v.Iy soul beleaguer’d with the crushing strength 
Of sharp impatience. Ah, Lucio, go unarm’d ? 
Cbmie soul, resume the valour of thy birth; 

Myself, myself, will dare all oj)posites: 



92 


JOHN MARSTON. 


ril muster forces, an unvanquish’d power ; 

Cornets of horse shall press th’ ungratclul earth. 
This hollow wombed mass sliall inly groan, 

And murmur to sustain the weight of arms ■ 
Ghastly amazement, with upstarted hair, 

Shall hurry on before, and usher us, 

Whilst trumpets clamour with a sound of deatli. 
Luc, Peace, good my lord, your speech is all too 
light. 

Alas! survey your fortunes, look what’s left 
Of all your forces, and 3^0111* utmost hopes, 

A weak old man, a page, and 3^111’ poor self. 

And. Andrugio lives, and a fair cause of armsj 
Why that’s an army all invincible, 
lie, who hath that, hath a battalion royal. 

Armour of proof, huge troops of barbed steeds. 
Main squares of pikes, millions of arquebusc. 

Oh, a fair cause stands firm, and will abide ; 
Legions of angels fight upon her side. 

Luc. Then, noble spirit, slide in strange di>guisc 
Unto some gracious prince, and sojourn there, 

Till time and fortune give revenge firm means. 

And. No, I’ll not trust the honour of a man : 
Gold is grown grcai., and makes perfidiousness 
A common waiter in most princes courts: 

He’s in the check-roll: I’ll not trust my blood : 

1 know none breathing but will cog a d3x 
For twenty thousand double pistolets. 

How goes the time ? 

Luc. I saw no sun to-day. 
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And. No sun will shine where poor Andrugio 
breathes: 

My soul grows heavy: boy, let’s have a song; 
We’ll sing yet, faith, even in despite of fate. 


FROM TIIK SAME. 

A<,T IV. 

Andr. Come, Lucio, let’s go eat—wliat hast thou 
got? 

Roots, roots > Alas! tliey’re seeded, new cut up. 

O thou hast wronged nature, Lucio; 

But boots not much, thou but pursu’st the world, 
That cuts off virtue ’fore it comes to growtli, 

Lest it should seed, and so o’errun her son. 

Dull, pore-hlind error. Clive me water, boy ; 
There is no poison in’t, I hope: they say 
That lurks in massy plate; and yet the earth 
Is so infected with a general plague, 

That he’s nu)st wise that thinks there’s no man fool. 
Right prudent that esteems no creature just; 

Great policy the least things to mistrust. 

Give me assay. How we mock greatness now ! 

Lucio. A strong conceit is rich, so most men deem; 
If not to be, ’tis comfort yet to seem. 

Andr. Why, man, I never was a prince till now. 
’Tis not the bared pate, the bended knees. 

Gilt tipstaves, Tyrian purple, chairs of state. 
Troops of pied butterflies, that flutter still 
In greatness’ summei, that confirm a prince; 
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’Tis not th’ unsavoury breath of multitudes, 
Shouting and clajiping with confused din, 

That makes a prince. ISJo, Lucio, he’s a king, 

A true riglit king, that dares do ought save wron^j 
Fears nothing mortal but to be unjust ; 

Who is not blown up with the flattering puffs 
Of spung)’^ sycophants; who stands uninov’d, 
Despite the justling of opinion; 

Who can enjoy himself, maugre the throng, 

That strive to press his quiet out of him ; 

Who sits upon Jove’s footstool, as I do, 

Adoring, not aflocting majesty; 

Whose brow is wreathed with the silver crown 
OJ‘ clear content: this, Lucio, is a king. 

And of this empire every man’s possess’d 
That’s worth his soul.- 


GEOIKJE CHAPMA^ 


BOKN 1557.—1634. 


Geoucje Chapman was born at Hitching-hill', in 
the county of Hertford, and studied at Oxford. 
From thence he repaired to Loudon, and hecamc 
the friend of Shakspeare, Spenser, Daniel, JNIar- 
low, and other contemporary men of genius. He 

> ^Yilliam Brown, ilie pastoral poet, calls Lijii ** tli:' Jf'ariied 
Shepherd of fair Ilitching-hill.*' 
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uas patronized by Prince Henry and Carr Earl 
of Somerset. I'he death of the one, and the dis¬ 
grace of the other, must have injured his prospects: 
but he is supposed to have had some place at court, 
cither under King James or Iiis consort Anne. He 
lived to an advanced age; and, according to Wood, 
was a person of reverend aspect, religious, and tem¬ 
perate. Inigo Jones, witli whom he lived on terms 
of intimate fricndsliip, planned and erected a monu¬ 
ment to his memory over his burial-place, on the 
south side of St. Giles’s church in tlie Helds; hut it 
was unfortunately destroyed with the ancient church. 

Chapman seems to have been a favourite of his 
own times; and in a subsequent age, his version 
of Homer excited the raptures of Waller, and was 
diligently consulted by Pope. The latter speaks 
of its daring fire, tliough he owns that it is clouded 
by fustian. Webster, his fellow dramatist, praises 
Ills full and heightened style, a character wdiich he 
does not deserve in any favourable sense; for his 
diction is chiefly marked by barbarous ruggedness, 
false elevation, and extravagant metaphor. The 
drama owes him very little; his Ilussy D’Ambois is 
a piece of frigid atrocity, and in the Widow’s Tears, 
where his heroine Cynthia falls in love with a cen- 
tincl guarding the corpse of her husband, wliom she 
was bitterly lamenting, he has dramatised one of the 
most puerile and disgusting legends ever fabricated 
for the disparagement of female constancy. 
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FROM THE COMEDY OF AI-L FOOCS. 

Speech of Valerio to Ronaldo, in answer to his bitter invective 

against the Sex. 

I TELL thee love is nature’s second sun. 

Causing a spring of virtues where he sliincs. 

And as without the sun, the world’s great eye, 

All colours, beauties, both of art and nature. 

Arc giv’n in vain to men; so without love 
All beauties bred in women arc in vain, 

All virtues born in men lie buried. 

For love informs them as the sun doth colours. 
And as the sun, reflecting his warm beams 
Against the* earth, begets all fruits and flowers. 

So love, fair shining in the inward man, 
llrings forth in him the honourable fruits 
Of valour, wit, virtue, and haughty tliouglits. 
Brave resolution, and divine discourse. 

O *tis the paradise! the heaven of earth ! 

And didst thou know the comfort of two hearts 
In one delicious harmony united. 

As to joy one joy, and think both one thought. 

Live both one life,, and there in double life, 
******* ^> 

Thou wouldst abhor thy tongue for blusphcniy, 

PRIDE. 

FROM THE SAMi: 

O, the good god.**. 

How blind is pride ! What eagles arc wo still 
Ill matters tliat belong to i)tlier men! 

What beetles in our own!— 
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A SOX APPEASING IIIS FATIJEU BY SUB.MISSION, 
AFTER A STOLEN MARRIAGE. 

FllOM THE SAME. 

Persons.— Gostanzo, the father; T^alcrio, the son; Alnrc. Antonio 
and RynaldOf friends; and Graiianaf the biide of Wileiio. 

li^n. Come on, I say; 

Your father witli submission will be calm'd; 

Come on; down on your knees. 

Gost, Villain, durst thou 
Presume to ijull thy father ? dost thou not 
Tremble to see my bent and cloudy brows 
Heady to thunder on thy graceless licad^ 

And with the bolt of ni}' displeasure cut 
The thread of all my living from thy life, 

I'or taking thus a beggar to thy wife ? 

Val. Father, if that part I have in your blood. 

If tears, which so abundantly distil 
Out of my inward eyes; and for a need 
Can drown these outward (lend me thy handkcM*- 
chief). 

And being indeed as many drops of blood. 

Issuing from the creator of iny heart. 

Be able to beget so much compassion. 

Not on my life, but on this lovely dame, 

Whom I hold dearer- 

Gost, Out upon thee, villain. 

Marc, Ant, Nay, good Gostanzo, think you are a 
father. 
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(tost. I will not bear a word ; out, out upon thee: 
Wed without my advice, my love, niy knowledge. 
Ay, and a beggar too, a trull, a blowze ? 

Jiyn. You thought not so last day, when you 
oftbrM her 

A twelve month’s board for one night’s lodging with 
her. 

Cost. Go to, no more of that, peace, good 
Rynaldo, 

It is a fault that only she and you know. 

^Vell, sir, go on, I pray. 

Cost. Have I, fond wretch. 

With utmost care and labour brought tlice up, 

Kver instructing thee, omittiiig never 
The office of a kind and careful father, 

'J’o make thee wise and virtuous like thy father' 
/\nd hast thou in one act everted all? 

Proclaim’d thyself to all the world a fool ? 

’I'o wed a beggar ? 

Tr;/. leather, say not so. 

Coit. Nay, she’s thy own; here, rise fool, tala 
her to thee. 

Live with her still, 1 know thou count’st thyself 
Happy in soul, only in winning her: 

15 c happy still, here, take her hand, enjoy her. 
Would not a son hazard his father’s wrath, 

IJis reputation in the world, his birthright, 

'i'o have but such a mess of broth as this ? 

Marc. Ani. 13 c not so violent, I pray you, good 
Gostaiizu^ 
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Take truce with passion, licence your sad son, 

To speak in his excuse. 

Gost, What ? what excuse ? 

Can any orator in this ease excuse him ? 

What can he >ayp what can be said of any? 

Val. Alas, sir, hear me, all that 1 can s:yv 
In my excuse, is but to shcw'love’s warrant. 

Gost. Notable wag. 

Val. 1 know I have committed 
A great impiety, not to move you first 
llcftu'e the dame, I meant to make my wife. 
Cvonsider what I am, yet young, and green. 

Behold what she is; is there not in her 
Ay, in lier very eye, a power to concpier 
Even age itself and wisilom ? Call to mind. 

Sweet father, what yourself being young have^ 
been. 

Think what yon may be; for I do not think 
Tlie world so far spetit with you, but you may 
Look back on such a beauty, and 1 hope 
To sec you young again, and to live long 
With young affections ; wisdom makes a man 
Live young for ever: and where is this w'isdom 
If not in you ? alas, 1 know not what 
Rest ill your wisdom to sululue affections; 

But I protest it wrought with me so strongly, 

That I Iiad quite heem drowned in seas of tears, 
Had I not taken hold in happy time 
Of this sweet hand, my heart had been consunf d 
T’ a heap of ashes with the dames of love. 
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Had it not sw'cetl}'^ been assuag’d and cool’d 
With the moist kisses of these sugar’d lips. 

(io,st, O puissant wag, what huge large thongs lie 
cuts 

Out of his friend Fortunio’s stretching leather. 
Marc. Ant. He knows he docs it hut to blind ni\ 
ryes. 

Gosl. () excellent I these men will put up an> 
thing. 

VnL Had I not had her, I had lost my life: 
Which life indeed 1 would have lost before 
J hud displeased 3 " 0 u, had I not receiv’d it 
Frotn such a kind, a wise, and honour’d father 
dost. Notable bo}'. 

I'aL Yet do I here renounce 
Love, life and all, rather than one hour longer 
Indurc to have your love eclipsed from me. 

Grat. O, 1 can hold no longer, if th\" words 
lie us’d in earnest, my Valerio, 

Thou wound’st my heart, but I know ’tis in jest. 
Gosi, No, ril be sworn she has her hripoop too. 
Oral* Didst thou not swear to love me, spite ol 
father and all the world ? 

That nought should sever us but death itself? 

Val. 1 did i but if my father 
Will have his son forsworn, upon his soul 
’J’lie l)lood of my black perjury shall lie. 

For 1 will seek his favour though I die. 

Gust. No, no, live still my son, thou well shah 
know 
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1 have a father’s heart: come, join your hands, 
iStill keep thy vows, and live together still, 

'J'iil cruel death set foot betwixt you both. 

VaL O speak you tin’s in earnest.^ 

Gost* Ay, by heaven ! 
l^aL And never to recall it? 

Gust, Not till death. 


THOMAS ItAMJOl.FH. 

IJOKN 1005. — Hllif) 1(534. 


r I ^ 

1 iiOMAS Uandoli’h was the son of a steward to 
Lord Zoueli. lie was a king’s scholar at West¬ 
minster, and obtained a fellowship at Cambridge. 
Ills wit and learning endeared him to Ben Jonson, 
who owned him, like Cartwright, as his adopted son 
in the Muses. (Inhappily he followed the taste of 
Ben not only at the pen but at the bottle; and he 
closed his lile in povert}', at the age of twenty-nine, 
a date lainentabl}^ premature, when we consider the 
promises of his genius. 11 is wit and humour are 
very conspicuous in the Puritan characters, whom 
he supposes the spectators of his scenes in the 
Muse’s Looking (ilass. Throughout the rest of 
that drama (though it is on the whole his best per¬ 
formance) he unfortunately prescribed to liimself 
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too hard and confined a system of dramatic effect. 
Professing simply, 

“ in single scenes to shew. 

How comedy presents each single vice 
Kidiculous,** 

he introduces the vices and contrasted humours of 
human nature in a tissue of unconnected personifica¬ 
tions, and even refines his representations of abstract 
character into conflicts of speculative opinion. 

For his skill in this philosopliical pageantry the 
|:3oet speaks of being indebted to Aristotle, and pro¬ 
bably thought of his play what Voltaire said of one 
of his own, " this would please you^ if yon were 
Greeksf The female critic’s reply to Voltaire was 
very reasonable, “ but tuc are not (ireeksf Judging 
of Randolph how ever by the plan which he ))rolesscd 
to follow, his execution is vigorous: his idcLil cha¬ 
racters are at once distinct and various, and compact 
witli the expression which he purpose^ to give them. 
He was author of five other dramatic pieces, besides 
miscellaneous poeinh*. 

He died at the house of liis friend, W. Stafford, 
E&q. of Blatherwyke, in his native county, and Avas 
buried in the adjacent church, where an a|jpropriatc 
monument was erected to him by Sir Christopher, 
afterwards Lord Hutton. 

‘ 1. Arii>lippus, or llic Jovitil Philosopher.- The Conceited 
J’edlar.—3. The Jealous I-ovcrs, a comedy.—4. Amyiitaj, or lln* 
Impossible Dowry, a pastoral.—5. Iley lor Honesty, Down with 
Knavery, a pastoral. 
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INTrtODUCTOllY SCENE Ol*' TllJi: LOOKINC-CLASS. 


Enter Mr. Bird, ilu> fiMtln'r-inHii, ami Mrs. Fiuwcrdcw, wife toi| 
liaberdashrr of mimII w.iros —ilu* ono having hron^ht fi'.ither^ 
to ll«c plavliousr. the oiher pins and looking-gl.isses—two of 
the sanciilied fiaternily of lilack-friars. 


Mrs. Flowerdcw, See, brother, how the wicked 
throng and crowd 

To w'orks of vanity! not a nook or corner 
In all tills house of sin, this cave of filthiness. 

This den of spiritual tliieves, but it is stuIfM, 
Stuff'd, and stuff’d full, as is a ciisliion, 

With tlie lewd re[)rohate. 

liinL Sister, were there not l)efo'’e inn.s—r 
Yes, I will say inn.s, (for iny zeal bids mo 
Say filthy imis), enough to harbour such 
As travell’d to destruction the broad way', 
liutthey build more and more—more shops of Satan? 

Mrs. l\ Ini(|uity aboundetli, though pure zeal 
Teach, preach, huff, pulf, and snulFat it; yet still, 
Still it abuuudetli! Had wc seen a church, 

A new built church, erected north and south. 

It had been something worth the wondering at. 
Bird, Good works arc done. 

Mrs. F. 1 say no works are good; 

Good works are merely^ popish and apocryphal. 
Bird. But th* bad abound, surround, yea, and 
confound us. 

No marvel now if playhouses increase. 
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Tor they are all grown so obscene ofJatc, 

That one begets another. 

Mrs. F. Flat fornication ! 

1 wonder any body takes delight 
To hear them prattle. 

Bird. Nay, and I have heard. 

That in a—tragedy, I think they call it, 

They make no more of killing one another, 

Than you sell pins. 

Mrs. F. Or you sell feathers, brother; 

But are they not hang’d for it } 

Bird. Law grows partial. 

And finds it but chance-medley : and their comedies 
Will abuse you, or me, or any body; 

W c cannot put our monies to increase 
By lawful usury, nor break in quiet, 

Nor put off our false wares, nor keep our wives 
Finer than others, but our ghosts must walk 
Upon their stages. 

Mrs. F. Is not this flat conjuring, 

To make our ghosts to walk ere we be dead ? 

Bird, That’s nothing, Mrs. Flowx'rdew ! thc}^ will 
play 

The knave, the fool, the devil and all, for money, 
Mrs. F, Impiet}^! O, that men endu’d with reason 
Should have no more grace in them! 

Bird. Be there not other 
Vocations as thriving, and more honest? 
liailiffs, promoters, jailors, and apparators. 

Beadles and martials-nicn, the needful inslninu-ni^ 
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Of the republic; but to make themselves 
Such monsters! for they are monsters—th’ are 
monsters— 

Base, sinful, shameless, ugly, vile, deform’d. 
Pernicious monsters! 

Mrs, F. I have heard our vicar 
Call play-houses the colleges of transgression. 
Wherein tlie seven deadly sins arc studied. 

Bird, Why then the city will in time be made 
An university of iniquity. 

We dwell by Black-Friars college, where I wonder 
How that profane nest of pernicious birds 
Dare roost themselves there in the midst of us, 

So many good and well-dis]) 0 sed persons. 

O impudence! 

Mrs, F. It was a zealous prayer 
I heard a brother make concerning play-house*:. 
Bird, For charity, what is’t ? 

Mrs, F, 'I'hat the Globe * 

Wherein (quoth he) reigns a whole world «)r vice, 


Had been consum’d; the Plueiiix burnt to asho; 
'j'hc Fortune vvhipt for a blind w^hore; 

He wonders how it ’scaped denioli.shiiig Black-Friars 
I’ th’ time of reformation: lastly, he wish’d 
The Bull might cross the Thames to the Bear¬ 
garden, 

And there he soundly baited. 

Bird, A good prayer! 


‘ That the Globe, &LC. —The Glubc, llu; Phoenix, the Foi tuiir, 
Tne liJijL’kfriars, the Red Bull, and Bear (jarrkMi, were uaint *• <jI 
'evcj.d |»liivliuuses then in heiag 
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Airs. F. Indeed, it something pricks iny conscience, 
1 conic to sell ’em pins and looking-glasses. 

Bird, I have their custom, too, for all their 
feathers; 

*Tis fit that wc, which are sincere professors. 
Should gain by infidels. 


SPEECH OF ACOr-ASTCb THE EPICURE. 
MUSIiS U>0!iIMU-GLA>«S. 

O ! NOW for an eternity of eating! 

-—-1 would have 

My senses feast together; Nature envied us 
In giving single pleasures. Let me have 
IMy cars, eyes, palate, nose, and touch, at once 
Enjoy their happiness. Lay me in a bed 
Made of a summer’s cloud; to my embraces 
Give me a Venus hardly yet fifteen, 

Fresh, plump, and active—she that Mars enjoy’d 
Is grown too stale; and then at the same instant 
]My touch is pleas’d, I would delight my sight 
With pictures of Diana and her nymphs 
Naked and bathing, drawn by some Apelles; 

Ey them some of our fairest virgins stand, 

That I may see whether 'tis art or nature 
Which heightens most my blood and appetite. 
Nor cease 1 here: give me the seven orbs. 

To charm my ears with their celestial lutes, 

To which the angels that do move those spheres 
Shall sing some am’rous ditty. Yet not hero 
Fix I my bounds: the sun himself shall fire 
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The phoenix nest to make me a perfume, 

While I do cat the bird^ and eternally 
Quaft*oft’eternal nectar! These, single, are 
But torments ; but together, O together, 

Each is a paradise! Having got such objects 
'fo please the senses, give me senses too 
Fit to receive those objects ; give me, ihcrcfore, 
An eagle’s eye, a blood-hound’s curious smell, 

A stag’s quick hearing; let my feeling be 
As subtle as the spider’s, and 1113 ^ taste 
Sharp as a squirrel’s—then I’ll read the Alcoran, 
And what delights tliat promises in future, 
ril practise in the present. 


Colax, the fliitlcrer, between the dismal philosopher ir 

and the epicire Aculustus, accuiniiiodating his opinions to 
both. 

Acolastvs, Then let’s go drink a while. 
Anaislhelns. ’Tis too much labour. Happy Tar - 
talus, 

'j'hat never drinks ! * 

k * -k * * k * * 

Colax. Sir, I commend this temperance. Volu 
arm’d soul 

Is able to contemn these pett}' baits, 

These slight temptations, which we title pleasures. 
That are indeed but names. Heav’n itself knottfr 
No such like thing. The stars nor eat, nor drink^ 
Nor lie with one another, and you imitate 
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Those glorious bodies; by which noble abstinence 
You gain the name of moderate, chaste, and sober; 
AVhile this clFeminate gets the infamous terms 
Of glutton, drunkard, and adulterer; 

Pleasures that are not man's, ns man is man, 

Put as his nature sympathies w'ith beast. 

You shall be the third Cato—this grave look 
And rigid eyebrow will become a censor— 

Put I will fit you with an object, fSir, 

My noble Anaisthetus, that will please you; 

It is a looking-gla^s, wherein at once 
You may see all tlie dismal groves and caves. 

The horrid vaults, dark cells, and barren departs, 
With what in hell itself cun dismal be! 

Anaislh, This is, indeed, a prospect fit for me. 

Acolas, He cannot sec a stock or stone, but pre¬ 
sently 

He w islics to be turn'd to one of thosi. 

1 have another humour~-l cannot see 
A fat voluptuous sow with full delight 
AVallow in dirt, but 1 do wish myself 
Transform'd into that blessed epicure ; 

Or when I view the hot salacious sparrow, 
******** 

1 wdsh myself that little bird of love. 

Colax. It shew s you a man of soft moving clay. 
Not made of flint. Nature has been houtuiful 
'^J'o provide pleasures, and shall we be niggards 
At plentiful boards ? lie’s a discourteous guest 
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That will observe a diet at a least. 

Wlien Nature thought the earth too little 
To find us meat, and therefore stored the air 
With winged creatures; not contented yet. 

She made the water fruitful to delight us; 

Na 3 % I believe the other element too 

Doth nurse some curious dainty for man's food. 

If we Avould use the skill to catch the salamander. 
Did she do this to have us eat with temperance? 

Or when she gave so many dilFcrent odours 
Of spices, unguents, and all sorts of flowers, 

She cried not, “ stop your noses.*' Would shi 
jjive us 

So sweet a choir of wing’d musicians. 

To have us deaf? or when she placed us here— 
Here, in a paradise, where such pleasing prospects. 
So many ravishing colours, entice the e}^'. 

Was it to liave us wiuk ? When slie bestow’d 
So powerful faces, such commanding beauties, 

On many glorious nymplis, was it to sa^^, 
lie chaste and continent? Not to enjoy 
All pleasures, and at full, were to make Nature 
Cluilty of that she ne’er was guilty of— 

A vanity in her works. 


C'OLAX TO PHILOTIMIA, Oil THE PllOUJ) LAUY. 

CoUtx. Madam Superbia, 

You ’re studying the lady’s library, 

The looking-glass; ’tiS well, so great a beauty 
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>Iust have her ornaments; nature adorns 
The peacock’s tail with stars; ’tis slie arrays 
The bird of paradise in all her plumes, 

She decks the fields with various flowers; *tis she 
Spangled the heavens with all their glorious lights; 
She spotted th' ermine’s skin, and arm’d the fish 
In silver mail: but man she sent forth naketk— 

Not that he should remain so—but tliat he, 

Endued with reason, should adorn himself 
With every one of these. The silk-worm is 
Only man’s spinster, else w'e might suspect 
That she esteem’d the painted butterfly 
Above her miisicr-piecc; you are the image 
Of that bright goddess, therefore wear the jewels 
Of all the East—let the Red Sea be ransack’d 
To make you glitter! 


'ITIK PRA 1 SJ 5 OK WOMAN. 

FROM Ills 31ISf;£LLAN£Oi;S TOEOIS. 

ITg is a parricide to his mother’s name. 

And with an impious hand murthers her fame, 

That wrongs the praise of women ; that dares write 
Libels on saints, or with foul ink requite 
The milk they lent us! Better sex ! command 
To your defence my more religious hand. 

At sword or pen; yours was the nobler liirth. 

For you of man were made, man but of earth— 
The son of dust; and though your sin did bi*ecd 
lbs full, again you rais’d him in your seed. 
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Adam, In's sleep, again full loss sustain’d, 

That for one rib a better half regain’d. 

Who, had he not your blest creation seen, 

In Paradise an anchorite had been. 

Why in this work did the creation rest, 

Put that Eternal Providence thought you best 
Of all his six days’ labour ? Beasts should do 
Homage to man, but man shall wait on you; 

You are of comelier sight, of daintier touch, 

A tender flesh, and colour bright, and such 
As Parians see in marble; skin more fair, 

More glorious head, and far more glorious hair; 
lilycs full of grace and quickness ; purer roses 
]’lush in your cheeks, a milder white composes 
Your stately fronts; your breath, more sweet thaii 
his. 

Breathes spice, and nectar drops at every kiss. 
******** 

If, then, in bodies nhere the souls do dwell. 

You better ns, do tlien our souls excel? 

No * * * ****** 

Boast wc of knowledge, you are more than we, 

You were the first ventur’d to pluck the tree; 

And that more rhetoric in ^^our tongues do lie, 

Let him dispute against that dares deny 
Your least commands; and not persuaded he 
With Samson’s strength and David’s piety, 

To be your willing captives. 
******** 

Thus, perfect creatures, if detraction rise 
Against your sex, dispute but with your eyes. 



II. (01115 i:t. 


112 

Your hand, your lip, your brow, there will be sent 
So subtle and so strong an argument, 

Will teach the stoic his affections too, 

And call the cynic from his tub to woo. 


H. CORBET. 

BORN 1582.— DJEO l635. 


The anecdotes of tliis facetious bishop, quoted by 
Ilcadlo}' from the Aubrey MSS. would fill several 
jiagcs of a jest book. It is more to his honour to 
be told, that tliougli entirely liostilc in his principles 
to the Puritans, he frequently softened, with his 
humane and characteristic pleasantry, tlie furious 
orders against them which Laud enjoined liini to 
execute. On the whole he does credit to the lite- 
rary patronage of James, who made him dean of 
Christ's Church, and successively bishop of Oxford 
II lid Norw'ich. 

UR. corhet’s journey into frxxc e. 

I WENT from England into France, 

Nor yet to learn to cringe nor dance. 

Nor yet to ride nor fence 3 
Nor did 1 go like one of those 
Thai do return with half a nose, 

They carried from hcncc. 
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Rut I to Paris rode alon^, 
iMuch like John Dory in the song, 

Upon a holy tide; 

I on an anil)ling nag did get, 

(I trust he 1 *^ not paid for yet). 

And spurrVl liim on each side. 

And to St. Denis fast we came. 

To see the sights of Notre Dame, 

(The man that shews them snuffles), 
Wliere who is apt for to believe. 

May see our lad 3 '’s right arm sleeve. 

And eke her old pantoffics ; 

Her breast, her milk, her very gown 
That she did wear in Bethlehem towm, 
When in the inn she lay ; 

Yet all the world knows that’s a fable. 

Tor so good clothes ne’er lay in stable, 
Upon a lock of ha}'-. 

No carpenter could by his trade 
(jain so much coin as to haw: made 
A gown of so rich stuff; 

Yet they, poor souls, think for their credit, 
That they believe old Joseph did it, 

’Cause he deserv’d enough. 

There is one of the cross’s nails. 

Which whoso sees his bonnet vails, 

A nd, if ho will, may kneel; 

VOL. ir. 


j 
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Some say 'twas false^ ’’twas never so, 

Yet, feeling it, thus much I know^ 

It is as true as steel. 

There is a lanthorn which the Jews, 
When Judas led them forth, did use. 

It weighs my weight down right; 

But to believe it, you must think 
The Jews did put a candle in’t. 

And then ’twas very light. 

There’s one saint there hath lost his nose, 
Another’s head, but not his toe.s. 

His elbo \v and his thumb ; 

But when that we had seen the rags. 

We went to the inn and took our nags. 
And so away did come. 

We came to Paris, on the Seine, 

’Tis wond’rous fair, ’tis nothing clean, 

’Tis Europe's greatest town; 

How strong it is 1 need not tell it, 
h'or all the world may easily smell it, 

That walk it up and down. 

There many strange things are to see, 

The palace and great gallery. 

The Place Iloyal doth excel. 

The New Bridge, and the statues there, 

At Notre Dame St. Q. Pater, 

The steeple bears the bell. 
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For learning the university. 

And for old clothes the Frippery, 
The house the queen did build. 

St. Innocence, whose earth devours 
Dead corps in four and twenty hours. 
And there the king was kill’d. 

The llastile and St. Denis street. 

The ShafHenist like Dondon Fleet, 
The Arsenal no toy; 

But if you’ll see the prettiest thing, 
Go to the court and see the king, 

O ’tis a hopeful boy! 

He is, of all his dukes and peers, 
Reverenc’d for much wit at’s years, 
Nor must you think it much; 

For he nith little switch doth play. 
And make fine dirty pics of clay, 

O, never king made such! 

A bird that can but kill a fly| 

Or prate, doth please his majesty, 

’Tis known to every one; 

The Duke of Guise gave him a parrot 
And he had twenty cannons for it. 

For his new galleon. 

O that I e’er might have the hap 
To get the bird which in the map 
Is call’d the Indian ruck; 

1 2 
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I^d give it liim, and Iiope to be 
As rich as Guise or Livine, 

Or else 1 had ill luck. 

Birds round about his chamber stands 
And he them feeds with his own hand, 
*Tis his humility; 

And if they do want any thing. 

They need but whistle for their king. 
And he comes presently. 

But now, then, for these parts he must 
Be enstiled Bewis tlic Just, 

Great Henry’s lawful heir; 

When to his stile to add more words. 
They’d better call him king of birds. 
Than of the great Navarre. 

He hath besides a pretty quirk. 

Taught him by nature, how to v ork 
In iron with much ease ; 

Sometimes to the forge he goes, 

'flierc he knocks and there he blows, 
And makes both locks and keys; 

Which puts a doubt in every one. 
Whether he be Mars or Vulcan’s son, 
iSomc few believe his mother; 

But let them all say what they will, 

1 came resolv’d, and so think still. 

As much th’ one as th* other. 
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The people too dislike the youth. 
Alleging reasons, for, in truth. 
Mothers should honour’d be; 

Yet others say, he loves her rather 
As well as ere she lov’d his father. 

And that’s notoriously— 

The queen, a pretty little wciicli. 

Was born in Spain, speaks little French 
She*s ne’er like to be motlier; 

For her incestuous house could not 
Have children which were not begot 
By uncle or by brother. 

Now why should Lewis, being so just. 
Content himself to take his lust 
With his Lucina's mate, 

And sutt’er his little pretty queen, 

From all her race that yet hath been. 
So to degenerate, 

*Twcre charity for to be known 
To love other's children as his own. 
And why ? it is no shame. 

Unless that he would greater be 
Than was his father Henery, 

Who men thought did the same. 
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Xii£ dates of tliis author’s birth and death are both 
unknown, though his Jiving reputation, as tlie literary 
associate of Jonson, I'letchcr, Massinger, Dekker, 
and Rowley, must have been considerable. If Oldys 
be correct^, he was alive after Nov. Middle- 

ton was appointed chronologer to the city ol'Loiidon 
in 1620, and in 1024 was cited before the privy coun¬ 
cil, as author of The (lamc of Chess. The verses of 
Sir W. Lower, quoted by Oldys, allude to the poet’s 
white locks, so that he was probably born as early as 
the middle of the J0th century. His tragicomedy. 
The Witch, according to Mr. Malone, was written 
anterior to Macbeth, and suggested to Shakspearo 
the witchcraft scenery in the latter j>lay. 'I'hc songs 
beginning “ Come away,” &c. and “ Black spirits,” 
&c. of which only the two first words are printed in 
Macbeth, arc found in the Witch. Independent of 
Jiaving alforded a hint to Shakspeare, Middleton’s 
reputation cannot be rated highly for the pieces to 
which his name is exclusively attached. His prin¬ 
cipal efforts were in corned}'', where he deals pro- 


^ MS. notes on Langbaine. 
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fusely in grossness and buffoonery. Tlic cheats and 
debaucheries of the town are his favourite sources of 
comic intrigue. With a singular effort at tlic union 
of the sublime and familiar, he introduces, in one of 
his coarse drafls of London vice, an infernal spirit 
prompting a country gentleman to the seduction of 
a citizen’s wife. 


EEANTIO APPKOACIJING HIS HOME. 

FROM THE TRAGEDY OF WOMEN BEWARE W’OMEN. 

How near I am now to a happiness 

That earth exceeds not; not anotJier like it. 

The treasures of the deep are not so precious 
As are the conceal'd comforts of a man 
Lock'd up ill woman's love. I scent the air 
Of blessings, when 1 come but near the house. 
What a delicious breath marriage sends forth. 
The violet bed's not sweeter! Honest wedlock 
Is like a baiiquctting house built in a garden. 

On which the spring’s chaste flowers take delight 
To cast their modest odours; wlipn base lust. 
With all her powders, paintings, and best pride, 
Is but a fair house built by a ditch side. 

* * * * Now for a welcome 

Able to draw men's envies upon man; 

A kiss, now, that will hang upon my lip 
As sweet as morning dew upon a rose. 

And full as long. 
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LBANTIO’S AGONY FOR THE DESERTION OF HIS 

WIFE. 

FROAl THE SAME. 

Leanlio, a man of liunil)]c fortune, lias marrietl a beautiful wife, 
^vho is basely seduced by ilic Duke of FJorcjice. The duke, 
■with refined cruelly, invites tlicm both to a feast, where he 
lavishes his undisguised admiration on his mistress. The scene 
displays the ieclings of T.eanlio, restrained by fcrcmony and 
fear, under the insulting hospitality, at the cuiiclusiou of which 
he is left alone with T.ivia, a lady of the court, who lias fallen 
in love with him, and wishes to attach his allections. 

Leantio, (Without noiichig LiviaJ Hast thou 
left me then, Branchn, utterly? 

O Brukiclia, notv 1 inis.s thee! Oh! return, 

And save the faitli of woman. 1 ne’er felt 

The I0.S.S of thee till now: ’tis an affliction 

Of greater weight tiian youth was made to bear j 

As if a punishment of after life 

Were fall*n upon man here. So ni‘w it is 

To flesh and blood ; so strange, so ii supportable; 

A torment e’en mistook, as if a body 
Whose death were drowning, must needs therefore 
suffer it 
In scalding oil, 

Livia. Sweet sir! 

Lean. (Without noticing her.) As long as mine eye 
saw thee, 

1 half enjoyed thee. 

Liv. Sir! 
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Lra7i. (IVithout 7ioticing her,) Canst thou forget 
The dear pains niy love took ? how it has watch’d 
Whole nights together, in all weatliers, for thee, 
Yet stood in heart more merry than the tempest 
Tiiat sung about mine cars, like dangerous flattcrcre. 
That can set all their mischiefs to sweet tunes. 

And then receiv’d thee from thy father’s window, 
Into these arms, at midniglit; when we embrac’d 
As if we had been statues only made for’t, 

'I’o shew art’s life, so silent were our comforts; 

And kiss’d as if our lips had grown together. 

Lw. This makes me madder to enjoy him now. 
Lean, f Without noticing her,) Canst thou forget 
nil this, and better joys 

That wc met after this, which then new kisses 
Took pride to praise ? 

Liv, I shall grow madder yet;—Sir! 

Lean, (Without noticing her.) This cannot be but 
of some close baw d’s w'orking:— 

Cry mercy, lady! What would you say to me ? 

My sorrow makes me so unmannerly, 

8 o comfort bless me, I had quite.forgot you. 

Lix\ Nothing, but t‘’en in pity to that passion 
W’ould give your grief good counsel. 

Lean, jNIarry, and welcome, lady. 

It never could come better. 

Liv, Then first, sir, 

To make away all your good thoughts at once of her, 
Know, most assuredly, she is a strumpet. 
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Lean. Ha! most assurcdlij ? Speak not a thing 
So vile so certainly, leave it more doubtful. 

Liv, Then I must leave all truth, and spare my 
knowledge, 

A sin which I too lately found and wept for. 

Lean, Found you it ? 

Liv. Ay, with wet eyes. 

Lean, Oh, perjurious friendship! 
j(jiv. You miss’d your fortunes when you met with 
her, sir. 

Young gentlemen, that only love for beauty. 

They love not wisely j such a marriage rather 
Proves the destruction of affection; 

It brings on want, and want’s the key of whoredom. 
I think you’d small means with her ? 

Lean. Oh, not any, lady. 

Liv, Alas, poor gentleman! what mean’st thou, 
sir. 

Quite to undo thyself with thine o\mi kind heart? 
Thou art too good and j)itirul to wonian: 

Marry, sir, thank thy stars for this bless’d fortune, 
That rids the summer of thy youth so well 
I'rom many beggars, that had lain a sunning 
In thy beams only else, till thou hadst wasted 
The whole days of thy life in heat and labour. 

What would you say now to a creature found 
As pitiful to you, and as it were 
E’en sent on purpose from the whole sex general. 
To requite all that kindness you have shown to’t.^ 
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Lean* What*s that, madam ? 

Isiv. Nay, a gentlewoman, and one able 
To reward good tilings; ay, and bears a conscience 
to't: 

Couldst thou love sucli a one, that (blow all fortunes) 
Would never see thee want? 

Nay more, maintain thee to thine enemy’s envy. 
And shalt not spend a care for’t, stir a thought, 
Nor break a sleep ? unless love’s music waked tlicc. 
No storm of fortune should: look upon me, 

And know that woman. 

Oh, my life’s wealth, Braucha! 

Lav, Still with her name ? w'ill nothing wear it 
out ? 

That deep sigh went but for a strumpet, sir. 

Lean. It can go for no other that loves me. 

Liv. (Aside) 1 [e’s vex’d in mind; I came too soon 
to him ; 

Where’s niy discretion now, my skill, my judgment ? 
I’m cunning in all arts but my own, love, 

'Tis as unseasonable to tempt him now 
So soon, as [for] a widow to be courted 
Following her husband's corse; or to make bargain 
By the grave side, and take a young man there : 
Her strange dt partuie stands like a hearse yet 
Before his eyes; which time will take down shortly. 

[Exit. 

Jjean. Is she my wife till death, yet no more 
mine ? 
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That’s a hard measure: then what's marriage good 
for ? 

Methinks by right I should not now be living, 

And then ’twerc all well. What a happiness 
Had 1 been made of had I never seen her; 

For nothing'makes man’s loss grievous to him, 

15ut knowledge of the worth of what he loses; 
l or what he never had, he never misses; 

She's gone for ever, utterly; there is 
As mueh redemption of a soul from hell, 

As a fair woman’s body from his palace. 

Why should my love last longer than her truth ? 
^Vhat is there good in woiiiun to be lov’d, 

Wlien only that which makes her so has left her ? 

1 cannot love her now, but I must like 

Her sin, and my own shame too, and be guilty 

Of law’s breach with her, and mine own abusing; 

All wliicli were monstrous ! then my safest course 

For health of mind and body, is to turn 

^1)^ lieart, and hate her, most extremely halo her; 

I have no other those virtuous powers 
Which were chaste witnesses of both our troths, 
i an witness she breaks first! 
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SCEN^ FROM THE ROARING GIRL. 

Persons — Mr. and Mrs. Gallipot. 

Airs. Gallipot, tlie apolliccary^s wife, having receixed a letter from 
her friend I^axtoii that lie is in want of iiiuncv. thus bethinks 

V ^ 

her lioxv t<> raise it. 

Alas, poor gentleman! trotli, I pity him. 

Hotv shall I raise this money ? thirty pound ? 

'Tis 30, sure, a 3 before an o; 

I know his 3’s too well. JVIy childbed linen. 

Shall 1 pawn that for him ? then, if ray mark 
lie known, I am undone; it may be thought 
My husband’s bankrupt: which way shall I turn 
Laxton, behvixt my own fears and thj" wants 
I’m like a needle ’twixt two adamants. 

Enter Mr. Gallipot, hasliij/, 

■f: * * * * * * * fc 

Mr. G, What letter’s that ? I’ll see’t. 

[She tears the Idler, 
Mrs. G. Oh I would thou hadst no eyes to see the 
downfall 

Of me and of thyself—Pm for ever, ever undone ! 
Mr. G. What ails my Prue ? What letter’s that 
thou tear’st ? 

Mrs. G. Would I could tear 
My ver)^ heart in pieces! for my soul 
Lies on the rack of shame, that tortures me 
Ileyoud a woman’s suffering. 
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Mr, G. What means tin's ? 

Mrs, G, Had you no other vengeance to throw 
down, 

But even in height of all iny joys— 

Mr, G. Dear wo.nan ! 

Mrs. G. When the full sea of pleasure and deliglit 
Seem’d to flow over me— 

Mr. G. As thou desir’st to keep me out of Bedlam 
Tell whut troubles thee.—Is not thy child at nurse 
fall’n 
Sick or dead ? 

Mrs. G, Oh, no! 

Mr, G, Heavens bless me!—Arc my barns and 
houses, 

Yonder at Hockley Hole, consumed with fire ?— 

I can build more, sweet Pruc. 

Mrs, G. *Tis worse! ’tis worse! 

Mr. G. My factor broke } or is the Jonas sunk ? 
Mrs. G. Would all we had were swall.^vred in the 
waves. 

Bather tlian both should be the scorn of slaves ! 

Mr. G. I’rn at my wit’s end. 

G. O, my dear husband ! 

Where once I thought myself a fixed star, 

Plac’d only in the heaven of thine arms, 

I fear now I shall prove a wanderer. 

O Laxton ! Lax ton ! is it then my late 
To be by thee o’erthrown ? 

Mr. G, Defend me, wisdom, 
lYom falling into phrenzy ! On my knees, 



tllOMAS ;N*H)1>LKT0N. 127 

t*f‘t i'i ue, S[>cak—what’s that Lawton, who so 
heiu'ily 

I S or »I'\ husom ? 

%r 

I shall sure run niad ! 

3/r. G, I shall run mad for company tlien: speak 
to me— 

J’ri! Ciallipot, thy husband. Pruc—why, Prue, 

Art sick in conscience ter sonic villanous deed 
'i’hou wert about to act ?—did?' mean to rob me ? 
Tush, I tbro-ive tlice..—Hast thou on my bed 
Thrust niy soft pillow under another’s head ?— 

I’ll wink at all faults, Pruc—*Las ! that’s no more 
Than what some neighbours near thee have done 
before. 

Sweet honey—Prue—what’s that Laxton ? 

Mrs, a. Oil» 

]\[r. G. Out ’.\Ith him. 

Mrs, G. Oh! he -he’s horn to be my undocr! 
This hand, whicli thou call’st thine, to him was given; 
To him Avas I made sure i’the sight of heaven. 

Mr. G. I never li ard this—thunder! 

M) G, Ves, yes—before 
1 was to thee contracted to liim 1 swore. 

ISince last 1 saw him twelve months three times old 
The moon hath drawn through her light silver 
hoiv; 

But o’er the seas he went, and it was said— 

But rumour lies—that he in France w as dead : 

But he’s alive—oh, he’s alive !—he sent 
That 1. ’ler to me, vhich in rag(‘ I rent, 
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Swearing, with oaths most damnably, to have me, 
Or tear me from this bosom.—Oh, lieavcns save me ! 
Mr, G* My heart will break—Sham’d and undone 
for ever! 

Mrs, G, So black a poor wretch, went o’er 
thee never. 

Mr, G, If thou sbouldst wrestle with him at the 
law, 

"J'hou’rt sure to fall; no odd slight, no prevention, 
ril tell him tli’ art with child. 

Airs, G, Urnph. 

Air, G, Or give out, that one of my men was ta’en 
abed with thee. 

sMvs. G. Worse ami worse still; 

You embrace a mischief to prevent an ill. 

Mr, G, ril buy ihoc of him—stop his mouth with 
gold— 

Think St thoii ’twill do? 

Airs, G, Oh me ! heav’ns grant it would ! 

Vet now my senses arc set more in tui,c; 

He writ, as 1 remember, in his letter 
That he, in riding up and down, had spent, 

Kre he could find me, thirty pound.—Send that; 
Stand not on thirty with him. 

Air, G. Forty, Prue—say thou the word, ’tis done. 
We venture lives for wealth, but must do more 
To keep our wives.—Thirty or forty, Prue ? 

Airs. G. Thirty, good sweet! 

Of an ill bargain let’s save what we can ; 

I’ll pay it liim with tears. He w’as a man. 
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When first I knew him, of a meek spirit; 

All goodness is not yet dried up, I hope. 

j\Ir. G. He shall have thirty pound, let that stop 
all; 

I-ove’s sweets taste best when we have drunk down 

g«ii. _ 

FATIIKUS COMPAKINCJ SONS. 

JIENKFIT OF I,\lI*ll[SONMKNT TO A VVII.I) YOUTH. 
FKOW THE ROAIUNG OIKL. 

Persons ..—Sir Dut y Dapper^ Sir Alex. WcngravCf and Sir Adain 

Appleton. 

Sir J)nv. IVIy son, Jack Dapper, then, shall run 
with him. 

All In one pasture. 

Sir Alc.w Proves your son bad too, sir? 

Sir Dav. As villany can make him : your Sebas¬ 
tian 

Dotes but Oil one drab, mine upon a thousand. 

A noise of fiddlers, tobacco, wine, and a-, 

A mercer, that will let him take more— 

Dice, and a water-spaniel with a duck—Oh, 

Bring him a bed with these when his jmrse gingics. 
Roaring boys follow at his tail, fencers and ningles, 
(Beasts Adam ne’er gave name to); thcio horse¬ 
leeches suck 

jNIv son, till he beinj; drawn drv, they all live on 
smoke. 

iSir Alrx. Tobacco? 


VOl. II. 


K 
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Sir Dav. Rights sir; but I have in my brain 
A windmill going that sliall grind to dust 
The follies of my son, and make him wise 
Or a stark fool.—Pray lend me your advice. 

Both, That shall you, good Sir Davy. 

Sir Dav, Here's the springe 
That’s set to catch this woodcock—An action, 

In a false name^ unknown to him, is enter'd 
In the Counter to arrest Jack Dapper. 

Both, Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Dav, Think you the Counter cannot break 
him? 

Sir Alex, Break him ? yes, and break his heart 
too, if he be there long. 

Sir Dav, I’ll make him sing a counter-tenor, sure. 
Sir Alex, No way to tame him like it: there shall 
he learn 

What money is indeed, and how to spend it. 

Sir Dav. lie’s bridled there. 

Sir Alex, Ay, yet knows not how to mend it. 
Bedlam cures not more madmen in a year 
Than one of the Counters does. Men pay more dear 
There for their wit than any where. A Counter! 
Why ’tis an university—Who not sees? 

As scholars there, so here men take degrees. 

And follow the same studies, all alike. 

Scholars learn first logic and rhetorick, 

So does a prisoner; with fine honied speech, 

At his first coming in, he doth persuade, beseech 
He ma}^ be lodg'd— * * * 
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To lie in a clean chamber. * * * 

But when he has no money, then docs he try. 

By subtle logic and quaint sophistry. 

To make the keepers trust him. 

Sir Adam. Say they do. 

Sir Alex. Tiicn he*s a graduate. 

Sir Dav. Say they trust him not. 

Sir Alex. Then is he held a freshman and a sot. 
And never shall commence, but being still barr'd 
Be expuls’d from the master’s side to the twopenny 
yard. 

Or else i*the hole-bcg plac’d. 

Sir Ad. When then, 1 pray, proceeds a prisoner ? 
Sir Alex. When, money being the theme, 

He can dispute with his hard creditors' hearts. 

And get out clear, he’s then a master of arts. 

Sir Davy, send your son to Woodstrect college; 

A gentleman can no where get more knowledge. 
Sir Dav. These gallants study hard. 

Sir Alex. True, to get money. 

Sir Dav. Lies by the heels, i'faith ! thanks^— 
thanks—I lia* sent 
A couple of bears to paw him. 


DKVWION TO IjOVE. 

FROM THE PLAY OF BLURT MASTER CONSTABLE. 

O, HAPPY persecution, I embrace thee 
With an unfetter’d soul; so sweet a thing 

K 2 
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It is to sigli upon the rack of love, 

Where each calamity is groaning witness 

Of the poor martyr’s faith. I never heard 

Of any true aflcction but 'twas nipt 

With care, that, like the caterpillar, eats 

The leaves of the spring’s sweetest book, the rose. 

J.ovc, bred on earth, is often nurs’d in hellj 

By rote it reads woe ere it learn to spell. 

X- * * * * * * * 

When I call back my vows to Violetta, 

May I then slip into an obscure grave. 

Whose mould, iinprc'^s’d with stony inonunii iii. 
Dwelling in open air, may drink the tears 
Of the inconstant clouds to rot me soon ! 
******* 

lie that truly loves 
Burns out the day in idle fantasies; 

And when the lamb, bleating, doth bid good night 
Unto the closing day, then tears begin 
l^o keep fjuick time unto the owl, whose? voice 
Shrieks like the bell-man in the lover'.s ear. 

Love’s eye the jewel of sleej), oh, seldom wears' 
The early lark is waken’d from lier bed. 

Being only by love’s pains dis(|uieted; 
iJut, singing in the morning’s car, she weeps, 

Being deep in love, at lover’s broken sleeps: 

But say, a golden slumber chance to tie. 

With silken strings, the cover of love’s eve. 

Then dreams, magician-like, mocking present 
Pleasures, whose fading, leaves more discontent. 
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INDIGNATION AT THE SALE OK A WIFE’s HONOUR. 

FROM THE PHCEXIX. 

Of all deeds yet this strikes the deepest wound 
Into my ajyprehension, 

Jvevcrend and honourable matrimony, 

Mother of lawful sweets, uiishamed mornings, 
l^oth pleasant and legitimately fruitful, without thee 
All the whole world w’ere soiled bastardy; 

'riiou art the only and the greatest form 
'That put'st a difference betw ixt our desires 
And the disorder’d appetites of beasts, 

* * * Hut, if chaste and honest, 

I'hcrc is another devil that haunts marriage, 

(None fondly loves but knows it), jealousy, 

I'hat w'edlock's yellow sickness, 

riiat whispering sej)aration every minute, 

And thus the curse takes his effect or progress. 
The most of men, in their first sudden furies. 

Hail at the narrow bounds of marriage, 

And call’t a prison; then it is most just 
That the disease of the prison, jealousy, 

Should thus affect ’em—but, oh! here I*m fixt 
To make sale of a wufc! monstrous and foul! 

\ n act abhorred in nature, cold in soul 1 


LAW. 

FROM TUE PHCKNIX. 

Thou angel sent amongst us, sober Law, 
Made with meek eyes, persuading action; 
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No loud immodest tongue—voic’d like u virgin. 
And as chaste from sale, 

Save only to be heard, but not to rail— 

How has abuse deform’d thee to all eyes! 

Yet why so rashly for one villain’s fault 
Do I arraign whole man ? Admired Law ! 

Tliy upper parts must needs be wholly pure 
And incorruptible—th’are grave and wise ; 

*Tis but the dross beneath them, and the clouds 
That get between thy glory and their praise. 

That make the visible and foul eclipse; 

For those that arc near to thee arc upright. 

As noble in their conscience as their birth; 

Know that damnation is in every bribe. 

And rarely put it from them—rate the presenters. 
And scourge ’em with five years imprisonment 
For oflering but to tempt ’em: 

This is true justice, exercis’d and us’d ; 

Woe to the giver, when the bribe’s refus’d. 

’Tis not their will to have law worse than war. 
Where still the poorest die first. 

To send a man without a sheet to his grave. 

Or bury him in his papers; 

’Tis not their mind it should be, nor to have 
A suit hang longer than a man in chains. 

Let him be ne’er so fasten’d. 



lUCHARD NICCOLS. 


BORN 1584. 


1 HE plan of the Mirror for Magistrates, begun by 
Ferrers and Sackville, was followed up by Church¬ 
yard, Phayer, Higgins, Drayton, and many others. 
The last contributor of any note was Niceols, in Iiis 
Winter Night’s Vision. Niccols was the author of 
the Cuckow, and several ])ocnis of temporary popu¬ 
larity, and of a drama, entitled The Twynnc’s Tra¬ 
gedy. Tie was a Londoner, and having studied 
l^says Wood) at Oxford, obtained some employment 
worthy of his faculties; but of what kind we are left 
to conjecture. 


FROM TUB OF ROBERT DUKE OP 

^ORMA^DY. 

Robert, Dukr of Normandy, oldest son urWIIIiam the Conqueror, 
on his roliirn from the crusades nas imprisoned by Henry I. in 
Carditf castle. He thus describes a walk with his keeper, 
previous to his eyes being put out. 

As bird in cage debarr’d the use of wings. 

Her captiv’d life as nature’s cliiefest wrong, 

In doleful ditty sadly sits and sings, 

\nd mourns her thralled liberty so long, 

Till breath be spent in many a sithful song: 

So here captiv’d I many days did spend 
In sorrow’s plaint, till death my days did end. 
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Wliere as a prisoner though 1 did remain ; 

Yet did my brother grant this liberty, 

To (piell the coniinon speech, which did coin- 
plain 

On my distress, and on his tynniny. 

That in Iiis parks and lorests joining by, 

When J did please I to and fro might go. 

Which in the end was cause of all my woe. 

Tor on a time, when as Aurora biiglit 
Began to scale heaven’s sleepy battlement, 

And to the world disclose her elieerfui light. 

As was my wont, 1 with my keeper went 
'Fo put away my sorniw’s discontent; 

Thereby to ease me of my captive care. 

And solace my sail thoughts in tli’ open air. 

Wand’ring through forest wide, at length we gain 
A steep cloud-kissing rock, whose liorned crown 
With proud imperial look beholds tin main, 

Where Severn's dangerous waves run rolling down, 
From th’ Holmes into the seas, by Cardiff town, 
Whose (|uick devouring sands so dangerous licen 
To those, that wander Amphitrite’s green: 

As there wc stood, the country round we ey'd 
To view the workmanship of nature’s haiul, 

Tliere stood a mountain, from whose weeping side 
A brook breaks forth into the low-lying land. 

Here lies a plain, and there a wood doth stand, 
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Here pastures, meads, corn-fields, a vale do crown. 
A castle here shoots up, and there a town. 

Here one with angle o’er a silver stream 
VVitli baneful bait the nibhli.ig fish doth feed, 

’I here in a ploughhl-huul with his painful team. 

The ploughman sweats, in hope for labour’s meed: 
******** 

Here sits a goatherd on a craggy rock. 

And there in slnule a shepherd with Ijis flock. 

'fhe sweet delight of such a rare prospect 
Might yield content unto a careful eye; 

Vet down the rock descendin;:: in nef»Icct 
Of such delight, the sun jiow mounting high, 

I sought the shade in vale, which low did lie, 

W here we t e])os’d us on a green wood side, 
A’froiit tile which a silver stream did glide. 

There dwelt sweet Philomel, who never more 
TVIay bide the abode of man’* society. 

Lest tlicU some sterner Tereus tlian before, 

Who crept the ilower of licr virginitj, 

Tzainst Jier should plot some second villany; 

Whose doleful tunes to mind did cause me call 
The woful story of her former fall. 

The redbreast, who in hush fust by did stand 
As partner of her woes, his part did ply. 

For that the gifts, with which Autumnus* hand 



138 


HICHAllD NICCOLS. 


Had grac'd the earth, by winter’s wrath should die. 
From wliose cold cheeks bleak blasts began to fly, 
Which made me think upon my summer past 
And winter’s woes, which all my lilc should last. 

M}^ keeper, with compassion mov’d to sec 
How grief’s impulsions in my breast did beat. 

Thus silence broke, “ Would God (iny Lord), quoth 
he. 

This pleasant land, which nature’s hand hath sot 
Before your eyes, might cause you to forget 
Your discontent, the object of the eye 
Ofttimes gives ease to woes which inward lie. 

Behold upon that mountain's top so steep, 

W'hicb seems to pierce the clouds and kiss the sky, 
How the grey sheplicrd drives his flock of sheep 
Down to the vale, and how on rocks fast by 
Tlic goats frisk to and fro for jollity; 

Give car likewise unto these birds' street songs. 
And let them cause you to forget your wrongs.*’ 

To this I made reply; “ Fond man,” said I, 

“ What under hcav’n can slack th’Increasing woe, 
Which in my grieved heart doth hidden lie ? 

Of choice deliglit what object canst thou show. 

But from the sight of it fresh grief doth grow ? 
What thou didst whiiome point at to behold, 

The same the sum of sorrow doth enfold. 
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That grey-coat shepherd, whom from far we see, 

1 liken unto thee, and those his sheep 
Unto my wretched self compar’d may be : 

And though that careful pastor will not sleep, 

When he from ravenous wolves his flock should keep; 
Yet here, alas ! in thrall thou keepest me. 

Until that wolf, my brother, hungry be. 

Those shag-hair’d goats upon the craggy hill. 
Which thou diilst show, see Iiow they frisk and play, 
And every where do run about at will: 

Yea, when the lion marks them for his prey. 

They over liills ami rocks can fly awa^^’: 

Hut when that lion lell shall follow rne 
To shed my blood, O whither shall I flee ? 

Those swcet“Voic’d birds, whose airs thou dost com¬ 
mend. 

To which the echoing woods return reply, 

T'hough thee tlicy please, yet me they do oftend : 
For when I see, how they do mount on high 
Waving their out-stretch’d wings at liberty. 

Then do I think how bird-like in a cage 
My life I lead, and grief can never suage.J^’ 



ciiari.es fitzgeefray. 

mKD 1636. 


Charges Fitzgeefray was rector of the parish 
St. Dominic, in Cornwall. 


TO PO.VFKRITY. 

FROM ENGL VND’S PAR.WSSL'S. 

Daughter of 'rime, sincere Posterity, 

Always new born, yet no man knows tlij' birth. 
The arbitress of pure sinceritv. 

Yet chanj^eable (like Proteus) on the eaitli. 
Sometime in plenty, sometime join’d with dearth 
Always to come, yet always present here, 
Whom all run after, none come after near. 

Unpiytial Judge of all, save present state. 

Truth’s idiorna of the things are past, 

But still pursuing present things with hate, 

And more injurious at the first than last, 
Preserving others, while thine own do waste : 
'J’rue treasurer of all antiquity. 

Whom all desire, yet never one could sec. 
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FltO>l 


FITZCiKKFKAV’s 


lAKK OF Sill KIIANCIS 


1)11 VKi!:. 


-X- -X- -X- -X- -X- X: 

l>ooK how tir industrious hoc in (Vagrant IVIay, 
When Flo ra gilds the earth with golden flowers, 
InvelopM In lior sweet pc‘r(uni’d array, 

Doth leave his honoy-linihl delicious bowers, 
More richly wrought than prince’s stately towers^ 
Waving his silken wings amid tlie air. 

And to the vertlant gardens makes repair. 

h'irst falls he on a branch of sugar’d thyme, 

I’hen from the marygold he sucks the sweet, 

Anti then the mint, and then the rose doth climb, 
'fhen on the budding rosemary dotli light, 

4 ill with sweet treasure having charg’d his feet. 
Late in the evening home he turns again, 

'I’hus profit is the guerdon of his pain. 

So in the May-tiile of his summer age 
Valour enmov’d the mind of veiitrous Drake 
fo lay his life with winds and waves in gage. 

And bold and hard adventures t’ undertake. 
Leaving his country for his country’s sake; 
lanithing the life that cowardice doth stain, 
Preferring death, if death might honour gain. 

* * V. y- * * 



BEN JONSON. 

BORN 1574.—DIED 1637. 


Till Mr. (lilchrist and Mr. Gifford stood forward 
in defence of this poet’s memory, it had become an 
established article of literary faith that his personal 
character was a compound of spleen, surliness, and 
ingratitude. The proofs of this have been weighed 
and found wanting. It is true that he had lofty no¬ 
tions of himself, was proud even to arrogance in his 
defiance of censure, and in the warmth of his own 
praises of himself was scarcely surpassed by his most 
zealous admirers; but many fine traits of honour and 
affection arc likewise observable in the portrait of his 
character, and the charges of malice and jealousy, 
that have been heaped on his name for an hundred 
years, turn out to be without foundation. In the 
quarrel with Marston and Dekkcr his culpability is 
by no means evident. lie did not receive benefits 
from Shakspeare; and did not sneer at him in the 
passages that have been taken to prove his ingrati* 
tude; and instead of envying that great poet, he 
gave him his noblest praise; nor did he trample on 
his contemporaries, but liberally commended them '• 

^ Tlic names of Shukspeare, Drayton, Donne, Chapman, 
Fletcher, Beaumont, May, and Browne, which altiiuht exhaust 
the poetical catalogue of the time, arc the st paratc and distinct 
subjects ol his praise. His iiiikindiicss to Daniel seems to be th( 
only exception. 



HKN JONSON. 


143 


With regard to Inigo Jones, with whom he quar¬ 
relled, it appears to have been Jonsoii’s intention 
to have consigned his satires on that eminent 
man to oblivion; but tlieir enmity, as his editor 
has shewn, began upon the part of the architect, 
who, when the poet was poor and l»ed-ridden, 
meanly resented the hincied attVont of Jonson*s 
name being put before liis own to a masque, which 
they had jointly prepared, and used his influence to 
do him an injury at court. As to Jonson’s envying 
Shakspearc, men, otherwise candid and laborious in 
the search of truth, seem to have had the curse of 
the Philistines imposed on their understandings and 
charities the moment they approached tlie subject. 
The fame of Shakspearc himself became an heir¬ 
loom of traditionary calumnies against the memory 
of Jonson; the fancied relics of his envy were 
regarded as so many pious donations at the shrine 
of the greater poet, whose admirers thought they 
could not dig too deeply for tro[>hies of his glory 
among the ruins of his imaginary rival’s reputation. 
If such enquirers as Ileid and Malone went wrong 
upon this subject, it is too severe to blame the herd 
of literary labourers for plodding in their ibotsteps; 
but it must excite regret as well as wonder that a 
man of pre-eminent living genius should have been 
one of those 

qiios de tramite recto 
Impia sacrilegieJlcxit conta^io turhaB^ 
and should have gravely drawn down Jonson to a 
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parallel with Sliadwell, for their common traits of 
low society, vulgar dialect, and intemperance. Jon- 
son’s low society comprehended such men as Selden, 
Camden, and Ctcil. Sliadwell (if we may trust to 
Jlochester’s account of him) was probably rather 
profligate than vulgar; while either of Jonson’s 
vulgarity or indecency in his recorded conversa¬ 
tions there is not a trace. 15ut they both wore 
great coats—Jonson drank canary, and Shad well 
swallowed opium. “ There is a river in Macedon, 
and there is, also, moreover, a river at Mon^ 
mouth T 


The grandfather of Hen Jonson was originally of 
Annandalc, in Scotland, from wbence he removed 
to Carlisle, and was subsequently in the service of 
Henry VI11. The poet’s father, who lost his estate 
under the persecution of Queen Mary, and was 
afterwards a preacher, died a month before llenja- 
niin’s birth, and his widow married a master-brick¬ 


layer of the name of Fowler, 
the kindness of a frienil, was 


Benj unin, through 
educated at West¬ 


minster, and obtained an exhibition to Cambridge; 
but it proved insufficient for his support. He there¬ 
fore retunnd from the university to his father-in- 
law’s house and humble occupation; but disliking 
the latter, as may be well conceived, lie repaired as 
a volunteer to the army in Flanders, and in the 


campaign which he served there distinguished him¬ 
self, though yet a stripling, by killing an enemy in 
single combat, in the presence of both armies. 



BEN JON SOX. 


U5 

From thence he came back to England, and betook 
himself to the stage for support; at fir^t, probably, 
as an actor, though undoul)tcdly very early as a 
writer. At this period he was engaged in a second 
single combat, wln’cli threatened to terminate more 
disastiously than the former, for having been chal¬ 
lenged some player to fight a duel with the 
sword, he killed his adversary indeed, but was se¬ 
verely wounded in the encounter, and thrown into 
prison for murder. There the assiduities of a ca¬ 
tholic priest made him a convert to popery, and the 
miseries of a gaol were increased to him by the 
visitation of spies; sent, no doubt, in consequence 
of his change to a faith of \\ liicli the bare name w^as 
at that time nearly synonymous with the suspicion 
of treason. lie was liberated, however, after a short 
imprisonment, without a trial. At the distance of 
twelve years, he was restored to the bosom of his 
mother church. Soon after his release, he thought 
proper to marry, although his circumstances were fur 
from promising, and he was only in his tw’cntietli 
3 ^ear. In his two and twentieth year he rose to con¬ 
siderable popularity, by the comedy of Every Man 
in his Humour, wliich, two years after, became a still 
higher favourite with the public, when the scene and 
names were shifted from Italy to England, in order 
to suit the manners of the piece, which had all along 
been native. It is at this renovated appearance of his 
play (I5ijs) that his fancied obligations to Shak- 
speare for drawing him out of obscurity, have been 

VOL. ir. L 
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dated; but it is at this time that he is pointed out by 
Meres as one of the most distinguished writers of tlie 
age. 

The fame of his Everi/ Man out his Humour 
drew Queen Elizabeth to its representation, whose 
early encouragement of his genius is commemorated 
by Lord Falkland. It was a fame, however, which, 
according to liis own account, had already exposed 
him to envy—Marston and Dckker did him this 
homage. He lashed them in his Cynthia’s Revels, 
and anticipated their revenge in the Poetaster, 
Jonson’s superiority in the contest can scarcely be 
questioned; but the Poetaster drew down other 
enemies on its author than those with whom he was 
at war. His satire alluded to the follies of soldiers, 
and the faults of lawyers. The former were easily 
pacified, but the lawyers adhered to him with their 
wonted tenacity; and it became necessary for the 
poet to clear himself before the loi'd chief justice. 
In our own days, the fretfulness of ri . enting profes¬ 
sional derision has been deemed unbecoming even 
the magnanimity of tailors. 

Another proof of the slavish subjection of the 
stage in those times is to be found soon after the 
accession of King James, when the authors of East¬ 
ward Hoe were committed to prison for some sa¬ 
tirical reflections on the Scotch nation, which that 
comedy contained. Only Marston and Chapman, 
who had framed the offensive passages, were seized, 
but JoDSon, who had taken a share in some other 
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part of the composition, conceived himself bound in 
honour to participate their fate, and voluntarily ac¬ 
companied them to prison. It Avas on this occasion 
that his mother, deceived by the rumour of a bar¬ 
barous punishment being intended for Iier son, pre¬ 
pared a lusty poison, which she meant to liavc given 
him, and to have drank along with him. This was 
maintaining in earnest the consanguinity of heroism 
and genius. 

The imagined insult to the sovereign being ap¬ 
peased, James’s accession proved, altogctlicr, a for¬ 
tunate epoch in Jonson's lu’story. A peaceable reign 
gave encouragement to the arts and festivities of 
peace; and in those festivities, not yet degraded to 
mere sound and shew, poetry still maintained the 
honours of her primogeniture among the arts. Jon- 
son was therefore congenially employed, and libe¬ 
rally rewarded, in the preparation of those masques 
for tJie court, wliich filled up the intervals of his 
more properly dramatic labours, and which allowed 
him room for classical impersonations, and lyrical 
trances of fancy, that would not have suited the 
business of the ordinary stage. The reception of 
his Sejanus, in l0O3, was at first unfavourable, but 
it was remodelled, and again presented with better 
success, and kept possession of the theatre for a 
considerable time. Whatever this tragedy may want 
in the agitating power of poetry, it has a strength 
and dramatic skill that might have secured it,atleast, 
from the petulant contempt with which it lias been 

L 2 
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too often spoken of. Though collected from the 
dead languages, it is not a lifeless mass of antiquity, 
but the work of a severe and strong imagination, 
compelling shapes of truth and consistency to rise in 
druiiiatic order from the fragments of Roman elo¬ 
quence and history; and an air nut only of life but 
of grandeur is given to those curiously adjusted 
materials, 'fhe arraignment of Caius Silius before 
Tiberius, is a great and poetical cartoon of Roman 
characters; and if Jonson has translated from Taci¬ 
tus, who would not thank him for embodying the 
pathos of history in such lines as the&e, descriptive 
of Germanicus: 

O that man! 

If there were seeds of the old virtue left, 

They liv’d in him. * * * * 

******** 

What his funerals lack’d 
In images and pomp, they had supplied 
With honourable sorrow. Soldiers’ sadness, 

A kind of silent mourning, such as inert 
Who know no tears, but from their captives, use 
To shew in so great losses. 

By his three succeeding plays, Volpone (in l6t)3), 
the Silent Woman (in 1609)) ^^^^d the Alchymist (in 
1610), Jonson’s reputation in the comic drama rose 
to a pitch which neither his own nor any other pen 
could well be expected to surpass. The tragedy of 
Catiline appeared in 161I, prefaced by an address 
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to the ordinary reader, as remarkable for rlie strength 
of its style, as for the contempt of popular judgments 
which it breathes. Such an appeal from ordinary 
to extraordinary readeis ought at least to have been 
made .without insolence; as the diflerence between 
the few and the many, in matters of criticism, lie's 
more in the power of explaining their sources of 
pleasure tlian in enjoying them. Catiline, it is true, 
from its classical sources, was chiefly to be judged 
of by classical readers ; but its author should have 
still remembered, that popular feeling is the great 
basis of dramatic fame. Jonson lived to alter his 
tone to the public, iind the lateness of his humility 
must have made it more mortifying. The haughty 
preface, however, disappeared from later editions of 
the play, while its better apology remained in the 
high delineation of Cicero’s character, and in pas¬ 
sages of Homan eloquence which it contains; above 
all, in the concluding speech of Petreius. Tt is said, 
on Lord Dorset’s authority, to have been Joiison’s 
favourite production. 

In l6l3 he made a short trip to the continent, 
and, being in Paris, was introduced to the Cardinal 
dll Perron, who, in compliment to his learning, 
shewed him bis translation of Virgil. Ben, accord¬ 
ing to Drummond’s anecdotes, told the cardinal tliat 
it was nought; a criticism, by all accounts, as just 
ns it was brief. 

Of his two next pieces, I^artholomew Fair (in 
JiSlj), and the Devil’s an Ass (in lb JO), the former 
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was scarcely a decline from the zenith of his comic 
excellence, the latter certainly was : if it was meant 
to ridicule superstition, it effected its object by a sin¬ 
gular process of introducing a devil upon the stage. 
After this he made a long secession of nine years 
from the theatre, during which he composed some 
of his finest mascpies for the court, and some of 
those works which w^re irrecoverably lost in the fire 
that consumed his study. Meanwhile he received 
from his sovereign a pension of 100 marks, wliich, in 
courtesy, has been called making him poet laureat. 
The title, till then gratuitously assumed, has been 
since appropriated to his successors in the pension. 

The poet's journey to Scotland (1617), awakens 
many pleasing recollections, when we conceive him 
anticipating his welcome among a people who might 
be proud of a share in liis ancestry, and setting out, 
with manl}" strength, on a journey of 400 miles, on 
foot. We are assured, by one who saw him in Scot¬ 
land, that he was treated with respect and affection 
among the nobility and gentry, nor was the romantic 
scenery of Scotland lost upon his fancy. From the 
poem which ho meditated on Lochloniond, it is seen 
that he looked on it with a poet’s eye. But, un¬ 
happily, the meager anecdotes of Driiminond have 
made this event of his life too prominent by the 
over-importance which have been attached to them. 
Drummond, a smooth and sober gentleman, seems 
to have disliked Jonson’s indulgence in that con¬ 
viviality which Ben had shared with his i'lctchcr 
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and Shakspearc at the Mermaid. In consequence of 
those anecdotes, Jonson’s memory has been damned 
for brutality, and Drummond’s for perfidy. Jonson 
drank freely at Hawthornden,and talked big—things 
neither incredible nor unpardonable, Drummond’s 
perfidy amounted to writing a letter, beginning Sir, 
with one very kind sentence in it, to the man whom 
he had described unfavourably in a private me¬ 
morandum, which he never meant for publication. 
As to DrummondN decoying Jonson under his roof 
with any premeditated design on his reputation,' no 
one can seriously believe it. 

By the continued kindness of King James, our 
poet was some years after presented with the re¬ 
versionary grant of the mastership of the revels, but 
from which he derived no advantage, as the incum¬ 
bent, Sir John Astley, survived him. It fell, however, 
to the poet’s son, by the permission of Charles I. 
King James, in the contemplation of his laureat’s 
speedy accession to this office, was desirous of con¬ 
ferring on him the rank of knighthood; but Jonson 
was unwilling to accept the distinction, and pre¬ 
vailed on some of his friends about the court to dis¬ 
suade the monarch from his purpose. After the 
death of his patron James, necessity brought him 
again upon the theatre, and he produced the Staple 
of News, a comedy of no ordinary merit. Two evils 
were at this time rapidly gaining on him, 

*■ Disease and poverty, I’ell pair.” 
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He was attacked by the palsy in l625, and had also 
a tendency to dropsy, together with a scorbutic 
afTectioii inherent Iroin his youth, which pressed 
upon the decaying poweis ofliis constituiion. Trora 
the first stroke of the paUy he gradually recovered 
so far us to be able to write, in tlic following year, 
the antimusque of Sophiel. For the three suc¬ 
ceeding years his biographer suspects that the court 
had ceased to call upon him for his customary con¬ 
tributions, a circunisiance which must hav(' aggra¬ 


vated his poverty, and his salar}', it appears, was 
irrcgiilarl} [)aid. IMeainvlnle his infirmities increased, 
and he w’a'i unable to leave his room. In these cir¬ 


cumstances he prothic<‘d Jiis New lun, a coined}'' 
that v\aN ihiven from the stage w’ith violent hostility. 
The epilogue to this piece forms a melancholy con¬ 
trast to the tone of his former addresses to the au¬ 


dience. He “ whom the morning saw so great and 
high',” was now so humble as to jqx .ik of In’s “ faint 
and faultering tongue, and of his hruin set round 
with pain." An ulhision to the king and ([ueen in 
the same epilogue, awoke the slumbering kindness 
of Charles, who instantly sentliim ICO/, ami, in com¬ 
pliance with the poet’s request, also converted the 
J GO marks of his salary into pounds, and added, of Jiis 
own accord, a yearly tierce of canary, Jouson’s fa¬ 
vourite wine. His majesty’s injunctions for the pre¬ 
paration of masques for the court were also renewed 
till they were discontinued at the suggestion of Inigo 


* Sejanus. 
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Jones, who preferred the assistance of one Aurelian 
Townsend to that of Jonson, in the furnishing of 
those entertainments. His means of subsistence 
were now^ perhaps, both precariously supplied and 
imprudently expended. The city, from whom he 
had always received a yearly allowance of 100 nobles, 
by way of securing his assistance in their pageants, 
withdrew their pension. He was compelled by 
poverty to supplicate the Lord Treasurer Weston for 
relief. On the rumour of his necessities, assistance 
came to him from various quarters, and from none 
more liberallv than from the Earl of Newcastle. On 
these and other timely bounties his sickly existence 
was propt up to accomplish two more comedies, the 
Magnetic Lady, which appeared in 1632, and the 
Tale of a Tub, which came out in the following 
year. In the last of these, the last, indeed, of his 
dramatic career, he endeavoured to introduce some 
ridicule on Inigo Jones, through the machinery of 
a puppet-shew. Jones had distinguished himself at 
the representation of the Magnetic J-^ady, by bis 
boisterous derision. The attempt at retaliation was 
more natural than dignified, but the court prevented 
it, and witnessed the representation of the play at 
Whitehall with coldness. Whatever humour its 
manners contain, was such as courtiers were not 
likely to understand. 

In the spring of 1634 Charles visited Scotland, 
and on the road was entertained by the Earl of 
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Newcastle with all the luxury and pageantry of loyal 
hospitality. To grace the entertainment, Jonson 
sent, in grateful obedience to his benefactor the 
Earl, a little interlude, entitled, Love’s Welcome 
at Wclbeck, and another of. the same kind for the 
king and queen’s reception at Bolsover. In di¬ 
spatching the former of these to his noble patron, the 
poet alludes to his past bounties, which had fallen, 
like the dew of Heaven, on his necessities.” 

In his unfinished pastoral drama of the Sad 
Shepherd, his biographer traces one bright and 
sunny ray that broke through the gloom of his 
setting days. Amongst his papers were found the 
plot and opening of a domestic tragedy on the story 
of Mortimer Earl of March, together with the 
Discoveries and (Grammar of the English Tongue, 
works containing, no doubt, the philological and cri¬ 
tical reflections of more vigorous years, but which, 
it is probable, that he must have continued to write 
till he was near liis dissolution. 'J hat event took 
place on the 6tli of August, 1637 . 


SON?; OF IlKSl’EllUS, 
fN CYNTHIA’S lUiVELS. 

Ql'ecn, and huntress, chaste and fair, 
Now the sun is laid to sleep, 

Seated in thy silver chair, 

Stale in wonted manner keep: 
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Hesperus entreats thy light. 
Goddess, excellently briglit. 

Earth, let not thy envious shade 
Dare itself to interpose; 

Cynthia’s shining orb was made 
Pleav’n to clear, when day did close: 
Bless IIS then with wished sight. 
Goddess excellently bright. 

Lay thy how of pearl apart. 

And thy crystal shining quiver; 

(jrive unto the flying hart 
Space to breathe, Iiow” short soever: 
Thou that mak*st a day of night, 
(jroddess excellently bright. 


SONG. 

IN Tllli; SILENT WOMAN. 

Still to be neat, still to be drest. 

As you were going to a feast; 

Still to be powder’d, still perfumed: 
Lady, it is to be presumed. 

Though art’s hid causes are not found 
All is not sweet, all is not sound. 

Give me a look, give me a face, 
j'l.-at makes simplicity a grace: 
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Robes loosely flowing, hair as free: 

Such sweet ncgh'ct more taketh me. 
Than all the ailiilteries oF art; 

They strike mine eyes, but not my heart. 


SPEECH OE IVIAIA. 

IN THE l»KNATES. 

J\Iai, If all the pleasures were distill’cl 
Of every flower in every 
And all that Hybla’s hives do yields 
Were into one broad mazer fill’d ; 

If, thereto, added all the gums. 

And sjiicc that from Panchaia comes. 
The odour that Ilydaspes lends, 

Or Phoenix proves before she ends; 

If all the air my l''lorii drew. 

Or spirit that Zephyre ever blew; 

Were put therein ; and all the de^v 
That ever rosy morning knew ; 

Yet all diffused upon this bower. 

To make oue sweet detaining hour. 
Were much too little for the grace, 

And honour, you vouchsafe the place. 
But if \ou please to come again, 

^\c vow, wc will not tlicn, with vain 
And empty pastimes entertain 
Your so desired, tho’ grieved pain 
For we will have the wanton i’avvns, 

That frisking skip about the lawns, 
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The Panisks, and the Sylvans rude, 

Satyrs, and all that multitude. 

To dance their wilder rounds about, 

And cleave the air, with many a shout, 

As they would hunt poor Eclio out 
Of* yonder valley, who doth flout 
Their rustic noise. To visit whom 
You shall behold whole bevies come 
or gaudy nymphs, whose tender calls 
Well-tuned unto the many falls 
Of sweet, and several sliding rills, 

That stream from tops of those less hills, 
Sound like so many silver quills, 

When Zephyre them with music fills. 

For these, Favonius here shall blow 
New flowers, which you shall see to grow, 

Of which each hand a part shall take. 

And, for your heads, fresh garlands make. 
Wherewith, whilst they your temples round. 
An air of several birds shall sound 
An lo Poean, that shall drown 
The acclamations, at your crown.— 

All this, and more than I have gift of saying. 
May vows, so you will oft come here a niaying. 


SONG. 

IN THE MASQUE OF BEAUTY. 

So Beauty on the waters stood, 

Wheii Love had sever’d'earth from flood \ 
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So when he parted air from fire. 

He did with concord all inspire! 

And then a motion he them taught, 

Tliat elder than himself was thought. 
Which thought was, yet, the child of earth 
For Love is elder than his birth- 


SONC; OF NIGHT. 

IN THE MASQUE OF THE VISION OF DTXlt.il ^ 

Break, Phant’sie, from thy cave of cloud. 
And spread thy purple wings; 

Now all thy figures arc allow\l. 

And various shapes of things 5 
Create of airy forms a stream. 

It mdst have blood, and nought of phlegm 
And though it be a waking dream, 

C/io, Yet let it like an odour use 
To all the senses here. 

And fall like sleep upon their eyes. 
Or music in their ear. 


CHORUS. 

IN THE SAME, 

In curious knots and mazes so, 

'J'he Spring at first was taught to go: 
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And Zephyr, when he came to woo 
His Flora, had their motions too: 

And thence did Venus learn to lead 
The Idalian brawls, and so to tread 
As ii* the wind, not she, did walk; 

Nor prest a flower, nor bow’d a stalk. 


ON LUCY, (;ouN rr*:ss of beofoiid. 

FRO>I HIS EPIGRAMS. 

This morning, timely wrapt with holy fire, 

I thought to form unto my zealous Muse, 

What kind ot‘creature I could most desire. 

To honour, serve, and love; as poets use. 

I meant to make her fair, and free, and wise, 

Of greatest blood, and yet more good tliaft great 
I meant the day-star should not brighter rise. 

Nor lend like influence from his lucent seal. 

I meant she should be courteous, facile, sweet. 
Hating that solemn vice of greatness, pride; 

I meant each softest virtue there should meet. 

Fit in that softer bosom to reside. 

Only a learned, and a manly soul 

I purposed her; that should, with even powers, 
The rock, the spindle, and the shears control 
Of Destiny, and spin her own free hours. 

Such when I meant to feign, and wish'd to see, 
My Muse bade, Bedford write, and that was she' 
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KIMTAPH ON ELIZABETH, L, II. 

Would’st thou hear what man can say 
In a liltle i reader, stay. 

Underneath this stone doth lie 
As much beauty as could die: 

Which in life did harbour give 
To more virtue than doth live- 

If at all she bad a fault. 

Leave it buried in this vault# 

One name was Klizabeth, 

The other let it sleep with death: 
Fitter, where it died, to tell. 

Than that it lived at all. Farewell! 


TO CELIA. 

FROM THE FOREST. 

Kis.s me, sweet: the wary lover 
Can your favours keep, and cover. 

When the common courting jay 
All your bounties will betray. 

Kiss again: no creature comes. 

Kiss, and score up wealthy sums 
On my lips thus hardly sundred. 

While you breathe. First give a hundred. 
Then a thousand, then another 
Jlundred, then unto the other 
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A<1(1 a thousand, and so more : 

Till you equal with the store. 

All the firass that Ruiiincy yields. 

Or the sands in Chelsea fields. 

Or the drops in silver 'fhames. 

Or the stars that gild his streams. 

In the silent summer-nights. 

When youths ply their stolen delights; 
Tiiat the curious not know 
How to tell ’em as they How, 

And the envious, when they find 
What their number is, be pined. 


soxo. 

rUOM TIIK SA>in. 

I'oi.Lovv a shadow, it still Hies you. 

Seem to fly it, it will pursue : 

So court a mistress, she denies you; 

Let her alone, she will court you. 

Say are not women truly, then, 

Stvl’d but the shadows of us men? 

At morn and even shades are longest; 

At noon they are or short, or none: 

So men at weakest, they are strongest. 

But grant us perfect, they’re not known. 
Say are not w'omen truly, then, 

StvIM but tlie shadows of us men? 

VC»I . II, 
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SiONf; TO CEJ-IA. 
mOM THE SAME. 

l^KiNK to me, only with thine eyes. 

And 1 will pledge with mine; 

Oi* leave a kiss but in the cup. 

And I'll not look for wine. 

The thirst, that from the soul doth ri^e. 
Doth ask a drink divine : 

But might 1 of Jove's nectar sup, 

I would not change for thine. 

1 sent thee late a rosy wreath. 

Not so much honouring thee. 

As giving it a hope, that there 
It could not wither'd be. 

But thou thereon didst only breathe. 

And sent*st it back to me : 

Since when it grows, and smells, I swi*:n , 
Not of itself but thee. 


FROM THE Cp:rEBRATION OF CIIAKI'.. 

Of your trouble, Ben, to ease me, 

1 will tell what man would please me. 

I would have him, if I could. 

Noble ; or of greater blood ; 

Titles, I confess, do take me. 

And a woman God did make me : 
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French to boot, at least in fashion, 
And his manners of that nation. 

Young I’d iiavc him too, and fair, 
Yet a man ; with crisped hair, 

Cast in thousand snares and rings. 

For love’s fingers, and his wings: 
Chestnut colour, or more slack, 

(jold, upon a ground of black. 

Venus and Minerva’s eyes, 

For he must look wanton-wise. 

Eyebrows bent, like Cupid’s bow. 
Front, an ample field of snow; 

Even nose, and cheek withal, 

Smooth as is the billiard-ball: 

C'hin as woolly as tlie peach ; 

And his lips should kissing teach, 

I'ill he cherish’d too much beard. 
And made Love or me afeard. 

He should have a hand as soft 
As the down, and shew it oft; 

Skin as smooth as any rush. 

And so thin to see a blush 
Rising through it, ere it came; 

All his blood should be a flame. 
Quickly fired, as in beginners 
In love’s school, and yet no sinners. 

’Twere too long to speak of all: 
What we harmony do call. 

In a body, should be there. 

\\\1! he should his clothes, too, wear, 

M 2 
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'S et no tailor help to make him ; 

Drest, you still lor man should take him. 
And not think he’d eat a stake, 

Or were set up in a brake. 

Valiant he should be as lire. 

Shewing danger more than ire. 
l^ounteous as the clouds to eartlu 
And as honest as his birth ; 

All his actions to be such, 

As to do no thing too much : 

Nor o’er-praise, nor yet condemn. 

Nor out-value, nor contemn; 

Nor do wrongs, nor wrongs receive. 

Nor tic knots, nor knots unweave ; 

And from baseness to be free. 

As he durst love truth and me. 

Such a man, with every part, 

1 could give my very heart; 

Hut of one if short he came, 

1 can rest me where 1 am. 


SONG. 

Oil do not wanton with those eyes, 
l.est I be sick with seeing; 

Nor cast them down, but let them rise. 
Lest shame destroy their being. 

O he not angry with those fires, 

Lor then their threats will kill rne; 
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Nor look too kind on my dcsirc^<, 

For then my hopes will spill me. 

() do not steep them in thy tears. 

For so M'ill sorrow slay me; 

Xor spread them as distract with I’eai*'- ; 
Mine own enough betray me. 

A NYMJMl’s PASSION. 

1 i.ovr,, and he loves me again. 

Yet dare I not tell who; 

For it* the nymphs should know my xwaiis, 

I fear thcy*d love him too ; 

Yet if he be not known, 

The pleasure is as good as none, 
i or that’s a narrow joy is but our own. 

1*11 tell, that if they be not glad, 

'fhey yet may envy me; 

But then if I grow jealous mad. 

And of them pitied be, 

It were a plague ’hove scorn : 

And yet it cannot be forborn, 

1 nlcss my heart would, as my thought, be torn. 

He is, if they can find him, fair. 

And fresh and fragrant too, 

As summer’s sky, or purged air, 

.\nd looks as lilies do 
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That arc this morning blown ; 

Yet, yet I doubt he is not known, 

And fear much more, that more of him he shewn. 

But he hath eyes so round, and bright, 

As make away my doubt, 

Where Love may all his torches light. 
Though hate had put them out: 

But then, t’ increase my fears. 

What nymph soe’er his voice but hears. 
Will be my rival, though she have but cars. 

I’ll tell no more, and yet I love, 

And he loves me ; yet no 
One unbecoming thought doth move 
From either heart, i know ; 

But so exempt from hlamc. 

As it would be to each a fame. 

If love or fear w^ould let me tell his name. 


Jil’ITAPIZ ON TUB COUNTESS OF I’KMHROKE. 

Underneath this sable herse 
Lies the subject of all verse, 

Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother; 
Death! ere thou hast slain another, 
I..carn*d and fair, and good as she, 

Time shall throw a dart at thee. 
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rilB IMCTIJUE OF THE BOI>Y. 

Sitting, and ready to be drawn, 

What make these velvets, silks, and lawn. 
Embroideries, feathers, fringes, lace, 
VV'^hcre every limb takes like a face ? 

Send these suspected helps to aid 
Some form defective, or decay’d ; 

This beauty, without falsehood fair. 

Needs nought to clothe it but the air. 

Yet something to the painter’s view. 

Were fitly interposed ; so new: 

Jle shah, if he can understand. 

Work by my fancy, with his hand. 

Draw first a cloud, all save her neck. 

And, out of that, make day to break ; 

Till like her face it do a[>pcar, 

And men may think all light rose there. 

^J'licn let the beams of that disperse 
The cloud, and shew the universe ; 

Put at such distance, as ttie eye 
May rather yet adore, than spy. 
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FROM TIIK roX. 

\ ulpoiic, aided l>y liiii servant AIomcu, clicatiug the who 

bring him presents, each in the liupc of being Iiis heir. 

VoljK Good morning to tiie day; and next, my 
gold!— 

Open the shrine, that I may see my saint. 

[Mosca ivUhdraiDs ihc curtain, and discovers 
piles of ^(dd, plate, jevaels, Sfc. 

Hail the world's soul, and mine! more glad than i‘ 
'J'hc teeming earth to see the long’d-for sun 
Peep through the horns of the celestial Ram, 

Am I, to view tliy splendour darkening his; 

That lying here, amongst my other hoards. 

Shew St like a Haine by night, or like tffie day 
Struck out of chaos, when all darkness fled 
Unto the centre. O thou son of Sol, 

But brighter than thy father, let me kiss, 
adoration, tliee, and every relic 
Of .sacred treasure in this blessed room. 

Well did wise poets, by thy glorious name, 

Title that age which they would have tlie be.st; 
Thou being the best of things, anil far transcending 
All stjde of joy, in children, parents, IViends, 

Or any other waking dream on earth: 

Thy looks when they to Venus did ascribe, 

They should have given her tvvent}' thousand Cu¬ 
pids ; 

Such are ihy beauties and our loves I Dear .^aint, 
Riches, the dumb god, that giv'st all men tongues, 
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'riuLt canst do nought, and yet inak’st men do all 
things; 

'I'he price of souls; even hell, with thee to boot, 

Is made worth heaven. Tliou art virtue, fame. 
Honour and all things else. Who can got tliee, 

He shall he noble, valiant, honest, wise- 

Mas, And what he will, sir. Riches are in for¬ 
tune 

A greater good than wisdom is in nature. 

Volp. True, niy beloved Mosca. Yet I gloiy 
More in the cunning ))urchase of niy w'calth, 
riian in the glad possession, since I gain 
No common way; I use no trade, no venture; 

I wound no earth with plough-shares, fat no beasts, 
'fo feed the i^Iianibles; have no mills for iron. 

Oil, corn, or men, to grind them into powder: 

1 blow no subtle glass, expose no ships 
To threathiings of the furrow-faced sea; 

1 turn no monies in the public bunk. 

Nor usure private. 

Moa. No, sir, nor devour 
Soft prodigals. You shall have some will swallow 
A melting heir as glibly as your Dutch 
Will pills of l>uttcr, and ne’er purge for it; 

'fear forth the htthers of poor families 
Out of their beds, and coffin them alive 
In some kind clasping prison, where their bones 
May be forth-coming, when the flesh is rotten: 

Hut your sweet nature doth abhor these courses; 

You lot he the widow’s or the orphan’s tears 
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Should wash your pavements, or their piteous crie.^ 
Ring in your roofs, and beat the air for vengeance, 
J’^olp. Right, Mosca; I do lothc it. 

Mos. And besides, sir. 

You are not like the thresher that doth stand 
With a huge flail, watching a heap of corn, 

And, hungry, dares not taste the smallest grain, 
Rut feeds on mallows, and such bitter herbs; 

Nor like the merchant, who hath flll’d his vaults 
With Romagnia, and rich Candiun wines, 

Yet drinks the lees of Lombard’s vinegar; 

Y ou will lie not in straw, whilst moths and worms 
I'ced on your sumptuous hangings and soft beds; 
Y'ou know the use of riches, and dure give now 
From that bright heap, to me, your poor observer. 
Or to your dwarf, or your hermaphrodite, 

Your eunuch, or what other household trifle 

Your pleasure allows maintenance- 

f'olp. Hold tliec, Mosca, him monc^. 

Take of iny hand; thou strik’st on truth in all, 

And they are envious term thee parasite. 

Call forth my dwarf, my eunuch, and my fool, 

And let them make me sport. {Exit Mos.] What 
should 1 do, 

Rut cocker up my genius, and live free 
To all delights my fortune calls me to ? 

I have no wife, no parent, child, all}, 

To give my substance to; but whom 1 make 
Must be m3' heir; and this makes men observe me: 
I'his draws new clients daily to my house. 
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Women and men of every sex and age, 

That bring me prCsScnts, send me plate, coin, jewels. 
With hope that when I die (which they expect 
Each greedy minute) it shall then return 
Ten-fold upon them; whilst some, covetous 
Above the rest, seek to engross me whole. 

And counterwork the one unto the other. 

Contend in gifts, as they would seem in love: 

All which I sufler, playing with their hopes. 

And am content to coin them into profit. 

And look upon their kindness, and take more, 

And look on that; still bearing them in hand. 
Letting the cherry knock against their lips. 

And draw it b}^ their mouths, and back again.— 
How now! 

-k * * 

A/oi’. ’Tis signior Voltorc, the advocate; 

1 know him by his knock. 

Volp. Fetch me my gown, 

My furs, and night-caps; sa}'^, my couch is chang¬ 
ing; 

And let him entertain himself awhile 
Without i’ the gallery. [Exit Mosca.] Now, now 
my clients 

Begin their visitation! Vulture, kite. 

Raven, and gorcrow, all my birds of prey. 

That think me turning carcase, now they come; 

I am not for them yet.— 

llc-cnler Mosca, uoiih the Sfc, 

How now ! the news ? 
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Mos. A piece of plate, sir. 

Volp, Of what bigness ? 

AIos. Huge, 

Massy, and antique, with your name inscribed, 
And arms engraven. 

Volp, Good ! and not a fox 
Stretch’d on tlie earth, with fine delusive sleightSj 
Mocking a gaping crow? ha, Mosca! 

Mos, Sharp, sir. 

Volp. Give me niy furs. on hu sick drew. 

Why dost thou laugh so, man ? 

AIos. I cannot choose, sir, when I apprehend 
What thoughts he has without now, as he walks: 
That this might be the last gift he should give; 
That this would fetch you; if you died to-day. 
And gave him all, what he should be to-nuirnjw . 
What large return would come of all his ventures, 
How he should worship’d be, and reverenced; 
Hide with his furs, and foot-cloths; waited on 
Bj'' herds of fools, and clients; have cleai vv;u 
Made for his mule, as letter’d as himself; 

Be call’d the great and learned advocate: 

And then concludes, there’s nought iinpoS'-i:)le. 
V'olp. Yes, to be learned, Mosca. 

Mos. O, no: rich 

Implies it. Hood an ass with «-cvcrcnd puipic, 

»So you can hide his two ambitious ears. 

And he shall pass for a cathedral doctor. 

Votp. My caps, my caps, good Mosca. Fetcli 
hiiii ill. 

AIos. Striy, sir; your ointment for your eyes. 
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Volp. That’s true; 

Dispatch, dispatch : I long to have possession 
or my new present. 

Mo&. That, and thousands more, 

I Iiope to see you lord of. 

Volp. Thanks, kind Mosca. 

And that, when I am lost in blended dust, 

And hundred such as 1 am, in succession . 

Volp, Nay, that were too much, IMosca. 

?,los. You shall live, 

.Still, to delude these harpies. 

Volp. Loving Mosca! 

’Tis well: my pillow now, and let him enter. 

[^Exit Mosca. 

Now, my feign’d cough, my phthisic, and my gout. 
My apoplexy, palsy, and catarrhs. 

Help, with your forced functions, this my posture. 
Wherein, tliis three year, I have milk’d their hopes. 
He comes; I hear him—Uh 1 uh ! uh! 

uh! O— 

/?r-cw/cr Mosca, introducing tvith apiece 

of Plate. 

Mos, You still are what you were, sir. Only yon. 
Of all the rest, are he commands his love. 

And you do wisely to preserve it thus, 

With early visitation, and kind notes 
Of your good meaning to him, which, I know, 

{Cannot but come most grateful. Patron ! sir! 
Here’s signior Voltore is come——— 

Vnfp. [_faintli/.~\ What say you ? 
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I\lo6\ Sir, signior Voltore is come this morning 
To visit you. 

Volp, I thank him. 

Mos. And hath brought 
A piece of antique plate, bought of St. Mark, 

With which he here presents you. 

Volp. He is welcome. 

Pray him to come more often. 

Afos. Yes. 

VoU. What says he ? 

AIos. lie thanks you, and desires you see lorn 
often. 

Volp. Mosca. 

Mos, My patron! 

Volp, Bring him near, where is he ? 

1 long to feel his hand. 

Mos. The plate is here, sir. 

Volt. How fare you, sir ? 

Volp. 1 thank you, signior Voltore; 

Where is the plate? mine eyes are bad. 

Volt, [jmtting it into his hands .Pm sorry, 

To see you still thus weak. 

Mos. That he’s not weaker. \_Asit !'. 

Volj). You are too munificent. 

Volt. No, sir; would to heaven, 

1 could as well give health to you, as that plate ! 
V^olp. You give, sir, what you can ; I thank you. 
Your love 

Hath taste in this, and shall not be llnans^v(M''d : 

1 pray you see me often. 

Volt, Yes, I shall, sir. 
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Volp» Be not far from me. 

Mos, Do you observe that, sir ? 

Volp. Hearken unto me still; it will concern you. 
Mos. You arc a happy man, sir; know your 
good, 

Volp. I cannot now last long- 

Mos. You arc his heir, sir. 

VoU. Am I ? 

Volp, 1 feel me going; Uh! uh ! uh! uh! 

I'm sailing to my port, Uh! uh! uh! uh! 

And 1 am glad 1 am so near my haven. 

Mos. Alas, kind gentleman! Well, we must all 
go- 

Volt. But, Mosca- 

Mos. Age will conquer. 

Volt. *Pray thee, hear me: 

Am I inscribed his heir for certain ? 

Mos'. Are you! 

I do beseech you, sir, you will vouchsafe 
To write me in your family. All my hopes 
Depend upon your worship: 1 am lost. 

Except the rising sun do shine on me. 

VoU. It shall both shine, and warm thee, Mosca. 
Mos. Sir, 

I am a man, that hath not done your love 
All the worst offices: here I wear your keys. 

Sec all your coffers and your caskets lock'd. 

Keep the poor inventory of your jewels. 

Your plate and monies; am your .steward, sir, 
IIusbai\d your goods here. 

Volt. But am I sole heir? 
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Mos. Without a partner, sir; confirm’d this morn¬ 
ing: 

The wax is warm yet, and the ink scarce dry 
Upon the parchment. 

Volt. Happy, happy, me f 
By what good chance, sweet Mosca ? 

Mos. Your desert, sirj 
I know no second cause. 

Volt, Thy modesty 

Is not to know it; well, we shall requite it. 

Mos, He ever liked your course, sir; that lirst 
took liim. 

I oft have heard him say, how he admired 
Men of 3 'our large profession, that could speak 
To every cause, and things mere contraries. 

Till they were hoarse again, yet all be law; 

That, with most quick agility, could turn, 

And return ; make knots, and undo them ; * 

Give forked counsel; take provoking gold 
On either hand, and put it up: tlicsc men, 

He knew-^, would thrive with their humility. 

And, for his part, he thought he should be blest 
To have his heir of such a suffering spirit, 

So wise, so grave, of so perplex’d a tongue. 

And loud withal, that would not wag, nor scarce 
Lie still, without a fee; when every word 
Your worship but lets fall, is a chc(}uin !— 

\K}wc1iivs, ivithoTit. 
Who’s that ? one knocks; I would not have you 
seen, sir. 

And yet—pretend 3*011 came, and went in haste; 
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I’ll fashion an excuse-and^ gentle sir* 

When you do come to swim in golden lard. 

Up to the arms in honey, that your chin 
Is born up stiff, with fatness of the dood. 

Think on your vassal; but remember me: 

I have not been your worst of clients. 

Volt. Mosca! — 

Mos. When will you have your inventory brought, 
sir? 

Or see a copy of the will ? ■■■ Anon !— 

I’ll bring them to you, sir. Away, be gone. 

Put business in your faee. [Exit Voltore. 

Voip, [springing up^ Excellent Mosca! 

Come hither, let me kiss thee. 

Mos, Keep you still, sir. 

Here is Corbaccio. 

Volp. Set the plate away: 

The vulture’s gone, and the old raven’s come! 

Mos. Betake you to your silence, and your sleep. 
Stand there and multiply. [Putting the plate to the 
resi.J Now shall we see 
A wretch, who is indeed more impotent 
Than this can feign to be; yet hopes to hop 
Over his grave— 

Enter Corbaccio. 

Signior Corbaccio! 

You’re very welcome, sir. 

Corb. How does your patron ? 

Mos. Troth, as he did, sir; no amends, 
vox-. IX. 


N 
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Corh^ What! mends he ? 

Mos, No, sir: he’s rather worse. 

Corh* That’s well. Where is he ? 

Mos^ Upon his couch, sir, newly fall’n asleep. 
Corh, Does he sleep well ? 

Mos, No wink, sir, all this night. 

Nor yesterday; but slumbers. 

Corb, Good ! he should take 
Some counsel of physicians: I have brought him 
An opiate here, from mine own doctor. 

Mos^ lie will not hear of drugs. 

Corb, Why ? I myself. 

Stood by while it was made, saw all the ingredients; 
And know, it cannot but most gently work: 

My life for his, ’tis but to make him sleep. 

Vo]p, Ay, his last sleep, if he would take it. 

\^Aside. 

Mos, Sir, 

He has no faith in physic. 

Corb. Say you, say you ? 

Mos. He has no faith in physic: he does think 
Most of your doctors are the greater danger. 

And worse disease, to escape. I often have 
Heard him protest, that your physician 
Should never be his heir. 

Corb, Not r his heir? 

Mos. Not your physician, sir. 

Corb, O, no, no, no, 

I do not mean it. 

Mos. No, sir, nor their fees 
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He ctonot brook: he says, they flay a man, 
Before they kill him. 

Corb. Right, I do conceive you. 

Mos, And then they do it by experiment; 

For which the law not only doth absolve them. 
But gives them great reward : and he is loth 
To hire his death, so. 

Corb, It is true, they kill 
With as much license as a judge. 

Mos, Nay, more; 

For he but kills, sir, where the law condemns, 
And these can kill him too. 

Corb. Ay, or me; 

Or any man. How does his apoplex ? 

Is that strong on him still? 

Mos. Most violent. 

His speech is broken, and his eyes are set. 

His face drawn longer than *twas wont— 

Corb. How! how! 

Stronger than he was wont ? 

AIos. No, sir: his face 
Drawn longer than Hwas wont. 

Corb. O, good I 
Mos, His mouth 

Is ever gaping, and his eyelids hang. 

Corb. Good. 

Mos. A freezing numbness stiffens all his joints, 
And makes the colour of his flesh like lead. 

Corb. 'Tis good. 

Mos. His pulse beats slow, and dull. 

N 2 
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Corh, Good symptoms still. 

Mos, And from his brain ■ 

Corh, I conceive you; good. 

Mos, Flows a cold sweat, with a continual rheum. 
Forth the resolved corners of his eyes. 

Corh. Is't possible? Yet I am better, ha! 

How does he, with the swimming of his head ? 

Mos, Of sir, ’tis past the scotomy; he now 
Hath lost his feeling, and hath Icfl to snort: 

You hardly can perceive him, that he breathes. 
Corb, Excellent, excellent! sure I shall outlast 
him: 

This makes me young again, a score of years. 

Mos, 1 was a coming for you, sir. 

Corlr. Has he made his will ? 

What has he given me ? 

Mos. No, sir. 

Corb. Nothing! ha? 

Mos. He has not made his will, sir. 

Corb, Oh, oh, oh ! 

What then did Voltorc, the lawyer, here? 

Mos. He smelt a carcase, sir, when he but heard 
My master was about his testament; 

As 1 did urge him to it for your good—— 

Corb, He came unto him, did he ? I thought so. 
AIos, Yes, and presented him this piece of plate. 
Corb, To be his heir ? 

Mos. 1 do not know, sir, 

Corb. True: 

1 know it too. 
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Mos, By your own scale, sir, [Aside. 

Corh. Well, 

1 shall prevent him, yet. See, Mosca, look. 

Here, I have brought a bag of bright chequines. 
Will quite weigh down his plate. 

Mos. {taking the bag."] Yea, marry, sir. 

This is true physic, this your sacred medicine; 

No talk of opiates, to this great elixir! 

Corb. *Tis aurum palpabile, if not potabile. 

Mos. It shall be minister’d to him, in his bowl. 
Corb. Ay, do, do, do. 

Mos. Most blessed cordial! 

This will recover him. 

Corb. Yes, do, do, do. 

Mos, I think it were not best, sir. 

Corb. What ? 

Mos. To recover him. 

Corb. O, no, no, no; by no means. 

Mos. Wliv, sir, this 

Will work some strange effect, if he but feel it. 
Corb. *Tis true, therefore forbear; IMl take my 
venture: 

Give me it again. 

Mos. At no hand; pardon me : 

You shall not do yourself that wrong, sir. 1 
Will so advise you, you shall have it all. 

Corb. How? 

Mos. All, sir; ’tis your right, your own; no man 
Can claim a part: ’tis yours without a rival, 
Decreed by destiny. 
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Corh* How, how, good Mosca ? 

iViof. I’ll tell you, sir. This fit he shall recover. 

Corh. I do conceive you. 

Moj. And, on first advantage 
Of his gainM sense, will 1 rc-importune him 
Unto the making of his testament: 

And shew him this. [Pointing to the money^ 

Corh. (rood, good. 

Mas, ’Tis better yet, 

If you will hear, sir. 

Corh. Yes, with all my heart. 

Mos, Now, would I counsel you, make home with 
speed; 

There, frame a will; whereto you shall inscribe 
My master your sole heir. 

Corh. And disinherit 
My son! 

Mos. O, sir, the better: for that colour 
Shall make it much more taking. 

Corh. O, but colour? 

Mos. This will, sir, you shall send it unto me* 
Now, when 1 conic to inforce, as 1 will do, 

Your cares, your watchings, and your many prayers. 
Your more than many gifts, your this day’s present. 
And last, produce your will; where, without 
thought, 

Or least regard, unto your proper issue, 

A son so brave, and highly meriting, 

The stream of your diverted love hath thrown you 
Upon my master, and made him your heir: 
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He cannot be so stupid, or stone-dead. 

But out of conscience, and mere gratitude^—— 
Corh, He must pronounce me his ? 

Mas, *Tis true. 

Corh^ This plot 
Did 1 think on before. 

Mos, I do believe it. 

Corh» Do you not believe it ? 

Mo^. Yes, sir. 

Corh, Mine own project. 

Mos, Which, when he hath done, sir- 

Corh, Publish’d me his heir? 

Mos, And you so certain to survive him-—* 
Corb^ Ay. 

Mos. Being so lusty a man—• 

Corh, ’Tis true. 

Mos. Yes, sir- 

Corb. I thought on that too. Sec, how he should 
be 

The very organ to express my thoughts! 

Mos. You have not only done yourself a good— 
Corb. But multiplied it on my son. 

Mos. ’Tis right, sir. 

Corb. Still, my invention. 

Mos. ’Las, sir! heaven knows. 

It hath been all ray study, all my care, 

(I e’en grow gray withal,) how to work things » —■■■■ 
Corb^ I do conceive, sweet Mosca. 

Mos. You are he, 

For whom I labour, here. 
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Corh, Ay, do, do, do: 

ril straight about it. IGoing- 

Mos, Rook go with you, raven! 

Corh, I know thee honest. 

Mos. You do lie, sir! [^Aside, 

Corb. And- 

Mos. Your knowledge is no better than your 
cars, sir. 

Corb. I do not doubt, to be a father to thee. 

Mos. Nor I to gull my brother of his blessing. 
Corb, I may have my youth restored to me, why 
not? 

Mos. Your worship is a precious ass! 

Corb. What say’st thou ? 

Mos. 1 do desire your worship to make haste, sir. 
Corb. *Tis done, *tis done; I go. [Exit. 

Volp. [leapmg from his cottch."] O, I shall burst! 
Let out my sides, let out my sides— 

Mos. Contain 

Your flux of laughter, sir: you know this hope 
Is such a bait, it covers any hook. 

Volp. O, but thy working, and thy placing it! 

I cannot hold; good rascal, let me kiss thee : 

1 never knew thee in so rare a humour. 

Mos. Alas, sir, 1 but do as 1 am taught; 

Follow your grave instructions; give them words; 
Pour oil into their cars, and send them hence. 

Volp. *Tis true, ’tis true. What a rare punish¬ 
ment 

Is avarice to itself! 
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Mos. Ay, with our help, sir. 

Volp, So many cares, so many maladies. 

So many fears attending on old age. 

Yea, deatii so often call’d on, as no wish 

Can be more frequent with them, their limbs faint, 

Their senses dull, their seeing, hearing, going. 

All dead before them; yea, their very teeth. 

Their instruments of eating, failing them : 

Yet this is reckon’d life 1 nay, here was one. 

Is now gone home, that wishes to live longer! 

Feels not his gout, nor palsy; feigns himself 
Younger by scores of years, flatters his age 
With confident belying it, hopes he may, 

W’ith charms, like A^^son, have his youth restored: 
And with these thoughts so battens, as if fate 
Would be as easily cheated on, as he, 

And all turns air! [knocking voithin,^ W^ho’s that 
there, now ? a third! 

Mos, Close, to your couch again; 1 hear his 
voice; 

It is Corvino, our spruce merchant. 

Volp, [lies douon as before,'] Dead. 

Mos. Another bout, sir, with your eyes. 
ingthem,] —Who’s there? 
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BORN 1589.—DIKD 1639. 


When Mr. Ellis pronounced that Carew certainly 
died ill l634,' he had probably some reasons for 
setting aside the date of the poet's birth assigned 
by Lord Clarendon; but as he has not given them^ 
the authority of a contemporary must be allowed to 
stand. He was of the Carews of Gloucestershire, a 
family descended from the elder stock of that name 
in Devonshire, and a younger brother of Sir Matthew 
Carew, who was a zealous adherent of the fortunes 
of Charles 1. He was educated at Oxford, but was 
neither matriculated nor took any degree. After 
returning from his travels, he was received with 
distinction at the court of Charles I. for his elegant 
manners and accomplishments, and was appointed 
gentleman of the privy chamber, and sewer in ordi¬ 
nary to his majesty. The rest of his days seem to 
have passed in affluence and ease, and he died just 
in time to save him from witnessing the gay and 
gallant court, to which he had contributed more than 
the ordinary literature of a courtier, dispersed by 
the storm of civil war that was already gathering. 


^ Specimens of English Poetry, vol. ii. 
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The want of boldness and expansion in Carew’s 
thoughts and subjects, excludes him from rivalship 
with great poetical names; nor is it difficult, even 
within the narrow pale of his works, to discover 
some faults of aflectation, and of still more objection* 
able indelicacy. J^ut among the poets who have 
walked in the same limited path, he is pre-eminently 
beautiful, and deservedly ranks among the earliest 
of those who gave a cultivated grace to our lyrical 
strains. Ilis slowness in composition was evidently 
that sort of care in the poCt, which saves trouble to 
his reader. His poems have touches of elegance 
and refinement, w'hich their trifling subjects could 
not have yielded without a delicate and deliberate 
exercise of the fancy ; and he unites the point and 
polish of later times, with many of the genial and 
warm tints of the elder muse. Like Waller, he is by no 
means free from conceit; and one regrets to And him 
addressing the Surgeon bleeding Celia, in order to 
tell him, that the blood which he draws proceeds not 
from tlie fair one’s arm, but from the lover’s heart. 
But of such frigid thoughts he is more sparing 
than Waller; and his conceptions, compared to that 
poet’s, are like fruits of a richer flavour that have 
been cultured with the stime assiduity. 
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PRRSUASIONS TO LOVE, 

ThiKk not, 'cause men flatt*ring say, 
Y’ are fresh as April, sweet as May, 
Bright as is the morning-star. 

That you are so;—or though you are. 
Be not therefore proud, and deem 

All men unworthy your esteem: 

* ****** 

•Hr ***** * 

Starve not yourself, because you may 
Thereby make me pine away; 

Nor let brittle beauty make 
You your wiser thoughts forsake : 

For that lovely face will fail; 

Beauty’s sweet, but beauty’s frail; 

*Tis sooner past, ’tis sooner done, 

Than summer’s rain, or winter’s sun : 
Most fleeting, when it is most dear; 

*Tis gone, while we but say *tis here. 
These curious locks so aptly twin’d. 
Whose every hair a soul doth bind. 

Will change their auburn hue, and grow 
White, and cold as winter’s snow. 

That eye which now is Cupid’s nest 
Will prove his grave, and all the rest 
Will follow; in the check, chin, nose. 
Nor lily shall be found, nor rose; 

And what will then become of all 
Those, whom now you servants call ? 
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Like swallows, when your summer’s dona 

Tiiey’ll fly, and seek some warmer sun. 
******* 

The snake each year fresh skin resumes, 
And eagles change their aged plumes; 
The faded rose each spring receives 
A fresh red tincture on her leaves: 

But if your beauties once decay. 

You never know a second May. 

Oh, then be wise, and whilst your season 
Affords you days for sport, do reason; 
Spend not in vain your life’s short hour. 
But crop in time your beauty’s flow’r: 
Whicli will av/ay, and doth together 
Botli bud and fade, both blow and wither. 


bONG. 

MKDIOCRITY IN LOVK REJECTED. 

Give me more love, or more disdain. 
The torrid, or the frozen zone 
Bring equal ease unto my pain; 

The temperate affords me none; 
Either extreme, of love or hate. 

Is sweeter than a calm estate. 

Give me a storm; if it bo love. 

Like Danae in that golden shower, 
1 swim in pleasure; if it |)rovc 
Disdain, that torrent will devour 
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My vulture-hopes; and he's possess’d 
Of heaven that’s but from hell releas’d: 
Then crown my joys, or cure my pain; 
Give me more love, or more disdain. 


IX) MY MISTRESS SllTING BY A RIVER’S SIDE. 

EDDY. 

Mark how yon eddy steals away 
From the rude stream into the bay; 

There lock’d up safe, she doth divorce 
Her waters from tlie channel’s course. 

And scorns tlic torrent that did liring 
Her headlong from her native spring. 

Now doth she with her new lo\e play, 
Whilst he runs murmuring away. 

Mark how she courts tlm banks, whilst they 
As amorously tlieir arms display, 

T’ embrace and clip Jicr silver waves: 

See how she strokes their sides, and craves 
An entrance tJicre, whicli they deny; 
Whereat she frowns, threatening to fly 
Home to her stream, and ’gins to swim 
Backward, but from the channers brim 
Smiling returns into the creek. 

With thousand dimples on her cheek. 

Be thou this eddy, and I’ll make 
My breast thy shore, where thou shalt take 
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Secure repose, and never dream 
Of the quite forsalvcn stream: 

Let him to the wide ocean Iinste, 

There lose his colour, name, and taste; 
Thou shalt save all, and, sale from him, 
Within these arms for ever swim. 


SONG. 

CERSUASilONS TO ENJOY. 

If the quick spirits in your eye 
Now languish, and anon must die; 

If ev’ry sweet, and ev’ry grace 
Must dy Irom that forsaken face: 

Then, Celia, let us reap our joys. 

Ere time such goodly fruit destroys. 

Or, if that golden fleece must grow 
For ever, free from aged snow; 

If those bright suns must know no shade, 
Nor your fresh beauties ever fade; 

Then fear not, Celia, to bestow 
What still being gather’d still must grow. 
Thus, cither Time his sickle brings 
In vain, or else in vain bis wings. 


INGRATJ5FITL BKAUTY TllilEATENKD. 

Know, Celia, since thou art so proud, 
'i'was f that gave thee thy renown: 
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Thou hadst, in the forgotten crowd 
Of common beauties, liv’d unknown. 
Had not my verse exhal’d thy name, 

And with it impt the wings of Fame. 

That killing power is none of thine, 

I gave it to thy voice and eyes: 

Thy sweets, thy graces, all arc mine: 

Thou art my star, shin’st in my skies; 
Then dart not from thy borrowed sphere 
Lishtnini; on him that fix’d thee there. 

o o 

Tempt me with such affrights no more, . 

Lest what I made I iincreate: 

Let fools thy mystic forms adore, 

Pll know thee in thy mortal state. 

Wise poets, that wrap truth in talcs, 

Knew her themselves through all her veils. 


DISDAIN RKTURNKD. 

He that loves a rosy cheek. 

Or a coral lip admires. 

Or from star-like eyes doth seek 
Fuel to maintain his fires; 

As old Time makes these decay, 

So his flames must waste away. 

But a smooth and stedfast mind. 
Gentle thoughts and calm desires, 
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Hearts with equal love combin’d, 

Kindle never-dying fires. 

Where these arc not, I despise 
Lovely cheeks, or lips or eyes. 

No tears, Celia, now shall win 
My resolv’d lieart to return; 

I have search’d thy soul within. 

And find nought but pride and scorn; 
I have learn’d thy arts, and now 
Can disdain ns much as thou. 

Some pow’r, in my revenge, convey 
That love to her I cast away. 


GOOD COUNSKL It) A YOfJNG MAID. 

When you the sun-burnt pilgrim see. 

Fainting with thirst, haste to the springs; 
Mark how at first with bended knee 

lie courts the crystal nymphs, and flings 
His body to tlie earth, where lie 
Prostrate adores the flowing deity. 

But when his sweaty face is drench’d 
In her cool waves, when from her sweet 
Bosom his burning thirst is quench’d; 

Then mark how with disdainful feet 
He kicks her banks, and from the place 
That thus refresh’d him, moves with sullen pace. 

VOL. II. o 
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So slialt thou be despis'd, fair maid, 

When by the sated lover tasted; 

What first he did with tears invade, 

Shall afterwards with scorn be wasted; 
When all the virgin springs grow dry. 

When no streams shall be left but in thine eye. 


SONO. 

THE WILLING PRISONER TO IIIS MISTRESS. 

Let fools great Cupid's yoke disdain, 

Loving their own wild freedom better; 

Whilst, proud of my triumphant chain, 

1 sit and court my beauteous fetter. 

Pier murdering glances, snaring hairs, 

And her bewitching smiles, so please me, 

As he brings ruin, that repairs 

The sweet afflictions that disease me. 

Plide not those panting balls of snow 
With envious veils from my beholding; 

Unlock those lips, their pearly row 
In a sweet smile of love unfolding. 

And let those eyes, whose motion wheels 
The restless fate of every lover. 

Survey the pains my sick heart feels. 

And wounds, themselves have made, discover. 
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A PASTORAL DIALOfiUE. 

Shepherdf Npinphj Chorus, 

Shepherd, 

This mossy bank tliey prest. Nym. That aged oak 
Did canop3' the happy pair 
All night from the damp air. 

Cho, Here let us sit, and sing the words they spoke. 
Till the day-breaking their embraces broke. 

Shep, Sec, love, the blushes of the morn appear: 
And now she hangs her pearly store 
(Robb’d from the eastern shore) 

I’ th* cowslip’s bell and rose's car: 

Sweet, I must stay no longer licre. 

Nym. Those streaks of doubtful light usher not 

day. 

But shew m3 sun must set; no morn 
Shall shine till thou return: 

Tlie yellow planets, and the grey 
Dawn, shall attend thee on thy way. 

Shep. If thine eyes gild my paths, they may forbear 
Their useless shine. My tears will quite 

Extinguish their faint light. 

Shep, Those drops will make their beams more clear. 
Love's flames will shine in every tear. 

Cho, They kissed, and wept; and from their lips and 
eyes, 

In a mix’d dew of briny sweet. 

Their joys and sorrows meet 5 
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But she dies out, Nijm. Shepherd, arise, 

Tlie sun betrays us else to spies. 

Shep, Tlic winged liours fly fast whilst we embrace: 
But when we want their help to meet, 

They move with leaden feet. 

Nym. Then let us pinion time, and chacc 
The day for ever from this place. 

Shep, Hark! Nym. Ah me, stay! Shep, Forever. 
Nym. No, arise; 

We must be gone. Shep. My nest of spice. 
Nym, My soul. Shep. My paradise. 

Cho, Neither could say farewell, but through their 
eyes 

Grief interrupted speech with tears supplies. 


ElUTAPll ON THE LADY MARY VILLERS. 

The Lady Mary Villcrs lies 
Under this stone: With weeping eyes 
The parents that first gave her breath. 
And their sad friends, laid her in earth. 
If any of them, reader, were 
Known unto thee, shed a tear: 

Or if thyself possess a gem, 

As dear to thee as this to them; 

Though a stranger to this place. 

Bewail in theiris thine own hard case; 
For thou perhaps at thy return 
May'st find thy darling in an urn. 
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FKMINIXK HONOUR. 

In what esteem did tlic <;ods hold 
Fair innocence and the chaste bed. 

When seandal’d virtue might be bold, 
Barc-foot upon sharp cuIters, spread 
0 *er burning coals, to march; yet feel 
Nor scorching fire nor piercing steel! 

Why, when the Iiard-cdged iron did turn 
Soft as a bed of roses blown, 

When cruel flames forgot to burn 

Their chaste, pure limbs, should man alone 
'Gainst female iniioeencc conspire. 

Harder than steel, fiercer than fire? 

Oh hapless sevl unequal sway 

Of partial honour ! who may know 
Rebels from subjects that obey, 

When malice can on vestals throw 
Disgrace, and fame fix high repute 
On the loose shameless prostitute ? 

Vain Honour! thou art but disguise, 

A cheating voice, a juggling art; 

No judge of Virtue, whose pure eyes 
Court her own image in the heart, 

More pleas'd with her true figure there. 

Than her false echo in the car. 
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UPON MR. W. MONTACUK’s RETURN FROM rRAVKI,. 

Lead the black bull to slaughter, with the boar 
And lamb : then purple with tlieir mingled gore 
The occan^s curled brow, that so we may 
The sea-gods for their careful waltage pay: 

Send grateful incense up in pious smoke 
To those mild spirits that cast a curbing yoke 
Upon the stubl)oni winds, that calndy blew 
To the wish'd shore our lone’d-for Montajiue: 
Then, whilst the aromatic odours burn 
In honour of their darling’s safe return. 

The Muse's quire shall thus, with voice and hand, 
Bless the fair gale that dro^e his ship to land. 

Sweetly-breathing vernal air, 

That with kind warmth dost repair 
Winter’s ruins; from whose breast 
All the gums and spice oF th’ east 
Borrow their perfumes ; whose eye 
Gilds the morn, and clears the sky; 

Whose dishevel’d tresses shed 
Pearls upon the violet bed ; 

On whose brow, with calm smiles dress’d. 

The halcyon sits and builds her nest; 

Beauty, youth, and endless spring, 

Dwell upon thy rosy wing; 

Thou, if stormy Boreas throws 
Down whole forests when he blows. 

With a pregnant flow’ry birth 
Const refresh the teeming earth: 
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If he nip the early bud, 

If he blast what’s fair or good, 
If he scatter our choice dowers, 
If he shake our hilJs or bowers. 
If his rude brcatli threaten us ; 
Thou canst stroke great Eoliis, 
And from him the grace obtain 
I'o bind him in an iron chain. 


SONG. 

Ask me no more where Jove bestows, 
Wlicn June is past, the fading rose; 

For in your beauties orient deep 
These flow’rs, as in their causes, sleep. 

Ask me no more, whither tlo stray 
The golden atoms of the day; 

For, in pure love, licaven did prepare 
Those powders to enrich 3mur hair. 

Ask me no more, whither dotli haste 
'fhe nightingale, when May is past; 

For in your sweet dividing throat 
She winters, and keeps warm her note. 

Ask me no more, where those stars light 
That downwards fall in dead of niglit; 
For in your eyes they sit, and there 
Fixed become, as in their sphere. 
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A&k me no more, if east or west. 
The phcEiiix builds licr spicy nest; 
For unto you at last slie flies. 

And in your fragrant bosom dies. 


TIIR MISTAKE. 

When on fair Celia I did spy 
A wounded licart of stone. 

The wound had almost made me cry. 
Sure this lieart was my own: 

But wlieii I saw it was enthron'd 
In her celestial breast, 

O then ! I it no longer own’d, 

For mine was ne'er so blest. 

Yet if in bighest heavens do shine 
Each constant martyr’s hearty 

Then she may well give rest to mine, 
That for her sake dotli smart: 

Whert", seated in so high a bliss. 
Though wounded it shall live; 

Death enters not in Paradise ; 

The place free life doth give. 

Or, if the place less sacred were. 

Did but her saving eye 

Bathe my kind heart in one kind tear, 
Then should 1 never die. 
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Slight l)alms ma}^ heal a sliglitci* sore; 

No nicd’cine less divine 
Can ever liopc for to restore 
A wounded heart like mine. 


SIR IIFNRY AVOTTON. 

BORN 1568,—DIED 1639 . 


Sir Henry Wotton was horn at Broughton Place, 
in Kent. Foreseeing the fail of the Earl of Essex, 
to whom he was secretary, he lel’t the kingdom, hut 
ri'tiirned upon the accession of dames, and was ap^ 
[)ointed ambassador to the court of Venice. Towards 
the close of his life lie took deacons orders, and was 
nominated provost of Eton. 


FARKWKrX TO THE VANITIES OK THE WORLD. 

.^J'AREWKLL, ye gilded follies! pleasing troubles; 

*•' Farewell, ye honour'd rags, ye glorious bubbles; 
Fame’s but a hollow echo, gold pure clay. 

Honour the darling but of one short day. 

Beauty, th’ eye's idol, but a damask’d skin, 

State but a golden prison to live in 

And torture free-born minds; embroider’d trains 

^lerely but pageants for proud swelling veins; 
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And blood, allied to greatness, is alone 
Inherited, not purchiiS^d, nor our own. 

Fame, honour, beauty, state, train, blood, and birth, 
Are but the lading blossoms of the earth. 

1 would be great, but that tlic sun doth still 
Level his rays against the rising hill; 

1 would be high, but sec the proudest oak 
Most subject to the rending thunder-stroke; 

1 would be rich, but see men too unkind 
Dig in the bowels of the richest mind ; 

I would be wise, but that 1 often see 
The fox suspected while tlie ass goes free; 

1 would be fair, but see the fair and proud 
Like the bright sun oft setting in a cloud; 

1 w'ould be poor, but know the humble grass 
Still trampled on by each unworthy ass; 

Rich, hated; wise, suspected ; scorn’d if poor; 
Great, fear’d; fair, tempted; high, still cnvyM more. 
1 have wish’d all, but now I wish for neither 
Great, high, rich, wise, nor fair—poor I’ll be rather. 

Would the world now adopt me for her heir. 

Would beauty’s queen entitle me “ the fair,” 

Fame speak me fortune’s minion, could I vie 
Angels ‘ with India; with a speaking eye 
Command bare heads, bow’d knees, strike justice 
dumb 

As well as blind and lame, or give a tongue 

• ilngeb—pieces of money. 
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To stones liy epitaphs; be call’d great master 
In the loose rhymes of every poetaster; 

Could I be more than any man that lives, 

(Jreiit, fair, rich, wise, all in superlatives: 

Yet I more freely would these gifts resign, 

'J'han ever fortune would have riadc them mine; 
And hold one minute of this holy leisure 
Beyond the riches of this empty pleasure. 

Welcome, pure thoughts! welcome, yc silent groves' 
These guests, these courts, my soul most dearly love>. 
Now the wing’d people of the sky shall sing 
My cheerful anthems to the gladsome spring; 

A prayer-hook now shall he my looking-glass. 

In which I will adore sweet virtue’s face; 

1 lerc dwell no hateful looks, no palace cares, 

No broken vows dwell here, nor palc-fac’d fears: 
'flien here PI! sit, and sigh my hot love’s folly. 

And learn to affect a holy melancholy; 

And if Contentment be a stranger then, 
ril ne’er look for it but in heav’ii again. 


THE SUDDEN RESTRAINT OK THE K-ARL OV 
SOMERSET ( rilE FAVOURITE OK JAMES I.) THEN 
KALLINC FROM FAVOUR. 

Dazzled tlius with height of place. 

Whilst our hopes our wits beguile. 

No man marks the narrow space 
Twixt a prison and a smile. 
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Yet since fortune’s favours fade. 

You that in her arms do sleep 
Learn to swim and not to wade, 

For the hearts of kings are dec]). 

But if greatness be so blind 
As to trust in towers of air, 

Let it be with goodness lined, 

That at least the fall be fair. 

I'hcn though dark and you shall say. 
When friends fail and princes froM'ii 
Virtue is the roughest way. 

But proves at night a bed of dowji. 


A MEDITATION. 

FROM SANSCKOFT’S COLLECTION. 

[lUr. Maloiu*, from whoso ]iiindv\riling I copy this, .ivs, “ Jiot. 

I think, printod.”J 

O, THOU great Power! in whom we move. 

By whom we live, to whom we die. 

Behold me through thy beams of love. 

Whilst on this couch of tears I lie. 

And cleanse my sordid soul within 
By thy Christ’s blood, the bath of sin. 

No hallowed oils, no gums I need, 

No new-born drams of purging fire; 
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One rosy drop from David’s seed 

Was worlds of seas to quench thine ire; 

O, precious ransom! which once paid, 

That Consiimmatum est was said. 

And said by him, that said no more, 

But scalM it with^is sacred breath: 

Thou tlien, tliat has dispurgcd our score. 

And dying wert the death of death. 

Be now, whilst on thy name we call. 

Our life, our strength, our joy, our all! 


WILLIAM ALLXANDEU, 

EARL OF STERLINO. 

HORN 1580.—DIED 1()‘J0. 

W.I.L lAM Alexander, of Arenstric, travelled on 
the continent as tutor to the Earl of Argyle; and 
after his return to his native country (Scotland), 
< having in vain solicited a mistress, whom he cele¬ 
brates in his poetry by the name of Aurora, he 
married the daughter of Sir Win. Erskinc. Having 
repaired to the court of Janies the Eirat, he obtained 
the notice of the monarch, was appointed gentle¬ 
man usher to Prince ('harlcs, and was knighted by 
James, Both of those sovereigns patronized his 
sfhemi' for colonizing Nova Scotia, of which the 
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latter made him lord lieutenant. Charles the First 
created him Earl of Sterling in 1633, and for ten 
years he held the office of secretary of state for 
Scotlandj with the praise of moderation, in times 
that were rendered peculiarly trying by tlie struggles 
of Laud against the Scottish presbyterians. 

He wrote some very heayy tragedies; but there 
is elegance of expression in a few of his shorter 
pieces. 


SONNETS. 

FROM ins AURORA. 

Some men delight huge buildings to behold, 

Some theatres, mountains, floods, and famous springs. 
Some monuments of monarchs, and such things 
As in the books of fame have been enroll’d, 

Those stately towns that to the stars were raised; 
Some would their ruins sec (their beauty’s gone). 
Of which the world’s tlircc parts each boasts of one : 
Though none of those, 1 love a sight as rai e, 

Even her that o’er my life as queen doth sit; 

Juno in majesty, Pallas in wit, 

As Phoebe chaste, than V^'enus far more fair; 

And though her looks even threaten death to me. 
Their threat’nings arc so sweet I cannot flee. 

I ciiAwcED, my dear, to come upon a day 
Whilst thou wast but arising from thy bed, 

And the warm snows, with comely garments cled, 
More rich than glorious, and more line than gay. 
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Then, blusliing to he seen in such a case, 

O how thy curled locks mine eyes did please; 
And well become those waves th}^ beauty’s sea^, 
Which by thy hairs were fhiniM upon tliy face; 
Sucli was Diana once, when being spied 
By rash Act.'con, she was much commnved: 

Yet, more discreet tlian th* angr}*^ god<less proved, 
Thou kncw’st I came through error, not of pride. 
And thought the wounds I got b}’^ thy sweet sight 
Were too great scourges for a fault so light. 


Awakk, my muse, and leave to dream of loves. 
Shake off soft fancy’s chains—1 must be free; 

I’ll perch no more upon the my rtle tree. 

Nor glide tlirough th’ air with beauty’s sacred doves ; 
Jhit with dove’s stfitely bird I’ll leave my nest. 

And try my sight against Apollo’s rays. 

Then, if that ought my vent’rous course dismays, 
Upon th* olive’s boughs I’ll light and rest; 

I’ll tune my accents to a trumpet now. 

And seek the laurel in another held. 

us I that once (as Beauty’s means did yield) 

Did divers garments on my thoughts bestow. 

Like Icarus, I fear, unwisely bold. 

Am purpos’d other’s passions now t’ unfolc 
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Nathan Fif:ld had the lionour of being connected 
with Massinger in the I'atal Dowry, the play from 
which Rowe stole the plot of his Fair Penitent. 
The date of his birth and death arc unknown. 


soNc;. 

FROM AMENDS FOR LADIES. 16IS. 

Rise, lady ! mistress, rise 1 
The night hath tedious been. 

No sleep hath fallen into my eyes. 

Nor slumbers made me sin : 

Is not she a saint then, say, 

Tliought of whom keeps sin awa^ * 

Rise, madam! rise, and give me light. 
Whom darkness still will cover. 

And ignorance, darker than night. 

Till thou smile on thy lover: 

All want day till thy bcaut}'^ rise. 

For the gray morn breaks from thine eyes. 
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At the dose of the sixteenth century we find that 
the theatres, conducted by Hcnslowe and Alleyn, 
chiefly depended on Jonson^ Ileywood, Chcttle, and 
this poet, for composing or retouching their pieces. 
Marston and Dckkcr had laboured frequently in 
conjunction with Jonson, when their well-known 
hostility with him commenced. What grounds of 
offence Marston and Dekkcr alleged, cannot now be 
told; but Jonson affirms, that after the appearance 
pf his comedy, “ Every Man in his Humour,” they 
began to provoke him on every stage with their 
** petulant stylesy* as if they wished to single him out 
for their adversary. When Jonson's Cynthia’s Revels 
appeared, they appropriated the two characters of 
Thedon and Anaides to themselves, and were brood- 
'r over their revenge when the Poetaster came 

Ai, in which Dekker was recognized as Demetrius. 
».!!^ither that his wrath made him more willing, or that 
'he was chosen the champion of the offended host, 
for his rapid powers and popularity, he furnished 
the Satirornastix; not indeed a despicable reply to 
Jonson, but more full of rage than of ridicule. The 
little that is known of Dekker’s history, independent 
of his quairel with Jonson, i& unfortunate. Ilia 
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talents were prolific, and not contemptible; but he 
was goaded on by want to hasty productions—ac¬ 
quainted with spunging houses, and an inmate of 
the King’s Bench prison*. Oldys thinks that he 
was alive in l638. 


FORTUNE GIVING FORTUNATUS HIS CHOICE OK 

GOODS. 

For. Six gifts I spend upon mortality, 

Wisdom, strength, health, beauty, long life, and 
riches; 

Out of my bounty, one of these is thine. 

Choose then which likes thee best. 

Fort, Oh, most divine! 

Give me but leave to borrow wonder’s eye, 

» He was there at one time for three years, according to Oldys, 
No wonder poor Dekker could rise a degree above the level ut 
his ordinary genius in describing the blessings of fortunatus’s 
inexhaustible purse: he had probably lelt but too keenly the force 
of what he expresses in the misanthropy of Anipcdo. 

I’m not enamour’d of this painted idol. 

This strumpet world; for her most benuteous looks 
Are poison’d baits, hung upon golden hooks. 

When fools do swim in wealth, her Cynthian beams 
Will wantoniy d.incc on the silver streams; 

But wlicn this squiiit-ey’d age secs virtue poor, 

And by a little spark set shivering, 

Begging of all, reliev’d at no man’s door. 

She smiles on her iis the sun shines on fire, 

1 o kill that little heat. 
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To look (amaz’d) at thy bright majesty, 

Wisdom, strength, health, beauty, long hie, and 
riches ? 

For, Before thy soul (at this deep lottery) 

Draw forth her prize, ordain’d by destiny. 

Know that here’s no recanting a first choice: 
Choose then discreetly, (for the laws of fate 
Being graven in steel, iiiiist stand inviolate.) 

Fort. Daughters of Jove and the unblemisird 
Night, 

Most righteous Parctc, guide rny genius right ? 
Wisdom, strengtli, health, beauty, long life, and 
riches ? 

For. Stay, Fortur.atus, once more hear me speak; 
If thou kiss wisdom's chock and make her thine, 
She’ll breathe into thy lips divinity. 

And thou (like PInebus) shall speak oracle; 

Thy heaven-inspired soul, on wisdom’s wings, 

Shall fly up to the parliament of Jove, 

And read the statutes of eternity. 

And see what’s past, and learn what is to conic: 
’^.thou lay claim to strength, armies shall quake 
.L?see tliee frown; as kings at mine do lie, 

So shall thy feet trample on empery: 

Make health thine object, thou shalt be strong 
proof, 

’Gainst the deep searching darts of surfeiting j 
Be ever merry, ever revelling: 

Wish but for beauty, and within thine ty'-s 
Two naked Cupidsr amorously shall 
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And on thy checks Pll mix such white and red. 
That Jove shall turn away young Ganymede, 

And with immortal arms shall circle thee: 

Arc thy desires long life? thy vital thread 
Shall be stretch’d out; thou shalt behold the change 
Of monarchies; and sec those children die 
Whose great great grandsires no\v in cradles lie: 

If through gold's sacred hunger thou dost pine. 
Those gilded wantons which in swarms do run. 

To warm their slender bodies in the sun. 

Shall stand for number of those golden piles, 

Which in rich pride shall swell before thy feet; 

As those are, so shall these be infinite. 

Awaken then thy soul’s best faculties. 

And gladly kiss this bounteous hand of fate; 

Which strives to bless thy name of Fortunate. 

Fori. Oh, w'hither am I rapt beyond myself? 
More violent conflicts fight in every thought, 

Than his wdiose fatal choice Troy’s downfall wrought 
Shall 1 contract myself to wisdom’s love ? 

Then I lose riches; and a wise man poor. 

Is like a sacred book that’s never read. 

To himself he lives, and to all else seems dead: 

This age thinks better of a gilded fool, 

Than of a thread-bare saint in wisdom’s school. 

1 will be strong: then 1 refuse long life; 

And though mine arm should conquer twenty 
worlds, 

There's a lean fellow beats all conquerors: 

The greatest strength expires with loss of breath; 
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The mightiest (in one minute) stoop to death. 
Then take long life, or health: should 1 do so. 

I might grow ugly; and that tedious scroll 
Of months and years, much misery may inroll; 
Therefore I'll beg for beauty; yet I will not. 

The fairest cheek hath oftentimes a soul 
Lep’rous as sin itself^ than hell more foul. 

The w'isdom of this world is Idiotism ; 

Strength a weak reed; health sickness’ enemy, 
(And it at length will have the victory ;) 

Beauty is but a painting; and long life 
Is a long journey in December gone. 

Tedious and full of tribulation. 

Therefore, dread sacred empress, make me rich; 

[^Krieelji dowin. 

My choice is store of gold ; the rich are wise : 

He that upon his hack rich garments wears. 

Is wise, though on his head grow Midas' cars: 
Gold is the strength, the sinews of the world; 

The health, the soul, the beauty most divine; 

A mask of gold hides all deformities ; 

'".old is heaven’s physic, life’s restorative; 

. ’ll, therefore, make me rich ! not as the wretch 
That only serves leiin banquets to his eye. 

Has gold, yet starves; is famish’d in his store ; 

No, let me ever spend, be never poor. 

For. Thy latest words confine thy destiny; 

Thou shall spend ever, and be, never poor: 

For proof receive this purse; with it this virtue; 
Still when thou thrust’st thy hand into the same. 
Thou slialt draw forth ten pieces of bright gold. 
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Current in any realm where then thou brcuthc^t: 
If tliou canst dribble out the sea by drops. 

Then shalt thou want; but that can ne’er be done. 
Nor this grow empty. 

Fori. Thanks, great deity! 

For. The virtue ends when thou and thy sons 
end. 

This path leads thee to Cyprus, get thee hence: 
Farewell, vain covetous fool, thou wilt repent, 

That for the love of dross thou hast despised 
Wisdom's divine embrace; she would have borne 
tliee 

On the rich wings of immortality; 

13ut now go dwell with cares, and quickly die. 


FROM TIIK HONEST WIlOllE. 

Ilipolito’s thoughts on his mistress’s picture, iVom which he tiirris 
to look on a scull, tliat lies befoie lii.'ii on u table. 

My Infclicc’s iacc, her brow, her e 3 'e, 

The dimple on her cheek: and such sw’cct skill 
Math from the cunning workman’s pencil flown, 
These lips look fresh and livel}^ as her own ; 
Seeming to move and speak. ’Las ! now I see, 

The reason why fond women love to buy 
Adulterate complexion ; here 'tis read; 

False colours last after the true be dead. 

Of all the roses grafted on her cheeks, 

Of all the graces dancing in her eyes. 

Of all the musick set upon her tongue. 

Of all that was past woman’s excellence 
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In her white bosom; look, a paintcil board. 
Circumscribes all! Earth can no bliss aflbrd: 
Nothing of her, but this! This cannot speak ; 

It has no lap for me to rest upon; 

No lip worth tasting. Here tlie worms will feed, 
As in her coffin. Hence then, idle art! 

True love’s best pictur’d in a true-love’s heart. 

Here art thou drawn, sweet maid, till this be dead! 
So that thou liv’st twice, twice art buried. 

Thou figure of my friend, lie there. 


JOHN WKliSTEK. 


Langbaink only informs us of this writer, that 
I he was clerk of St. Andrew’s parish, Holhorn, and 
esteemed by his contemporaries. He wrote his two 
comedies, the Thracian Wonder, and the Cure for 
a Cuckold, in conjunction with Rowley, Dekkcr, and 
iMarston. Tour other pieces, entirely his own, are 
Vittoria Corombona, the tragedy of Appius, the De- 
il’s Law Case, and the Duchess of Malfy. From the 
•'vertisement prefixed to his Duchess of Malfy, tlie 
piece seems not to have been successful in the re- 
' presentation. The author says, “ that it wanted that 
which is the only grace and setting out of a tra¬ 
gedy, a full and understanding auditory.” The au¬ 
ditory, it maybe suspected, were not quite so much 
struck witli the beauty of Webster’s horrors, as Mr. 
Lambe seems to have been in writing the notes to his 
Specimens of our old Dramatic Poetry. In the same 
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preface Webster deprives himself of the only apology 
that could be offered for his absurdities as a drama¬ 
tist, by acknowledging that he wrote slowly, a cir¬ 
cumstance in which lie modestly compares himself 
to JZuripidcs. In his tragedy of the Duchess of 
Malfy, the duchess is married and delivered of se¬ 
veral children in the course of the five acts. 


VITTOBIA, THE MISTRESS OP BRACHIANO, RELATING 

HER DREAM 'ID HIM. 

FROM VITTOIUA COROMBONA, THE VENETIAN COURTEZAN. 

Persons —Viltoria Cotomhmn; Duketf lirachiano; Co^ronibona,the 
mother, and Vlammeo, the brother tyf' Viltorm. 

Vittoria, To pass away the time. Til telj your 
grace 

A dream I had last night. 

Jiiachiano, Most wishedly. 

Vit, A foolish idle dream : 

Methought I walk’d, about the mid of night. 

Into a churchyard, where a goodly yew tree 
i^pread her large root in ground ; under that yew. 
As 1 sat sadly leaning on a grave. 

Chequer’d with cross sticks, there came stealing in 
Your duchess and my husband ; one of them 
A pick-axe bore, th’ other a rusty spade. 

And in rough terms they ’gan to challenge me 
About this yew. 

Bra. That tree ? 

Vit. This harmless yew. 

XJijpy told me my intep^ was to root up 
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That well-grown yew, and plant i'th* stead of it 
A witlieifd black-thorn, and for that they vow'd 
To bury me alive : my husband straight 
With pick-axc ’gan to dig, and your fell duchess. 
With shovel, like a fury, voided out 
The earth, and scatter’d bones: Lord, liow nic- 
thoiight 

1 trembled, and yet for all this terror 
I could not pray. 

Fla. No, the devil was in your dream. 

Vit. When to my rescue there arose methought 
A whirlwind, which let fall a massy arm 
From that strong plant, 

And both were struck dead by that sacred yew, 

Tn that base shallow grave that was their due. 

Fta. Excellent devil! 

She hath taught him, in a dream. 

To make away his duchess, and her husband. 

Bra. Sweetly shall I interpret this your dream. 
You arc lodg’d witliiii his arms who shall protect 
you 

^rom all the fevers of a jealous husband. 

From the poor envy of our phlegmatic duchess; 

I’ll scat you above law and above scandal. 

Give to your thoughts the invention of delight 
And the fruition, nor shall government 
Divide me from you longer than a care 
To keep you great: you shall to me at once 
Be dukedom, health, wife, children, friends, and all. 
Cor. Woe to light hearts, they still forerun our 
fall. 
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FROM THE DUCHESS OK MALKY. . 

The Duchess of Malfy having privately married Antuuio, her own 
steward, is iinhumnnly persecuted by her brother Ferdinand, 
who confines lier in a liousc of inad-men, and in concert with 
liis creature Bosola murders her and her attendant Cariola. 

Scene.— Mad-house, 

Persons.— -Duchess MalJ'y; Curiala, herjtiilhjiil attendant • Ftr- 
dinand, her cruel brother; Dosohty his creulure and instrument 
cruelty; Madmen, Executioners, Sarant. 

Duch, WiiAT liidcoiis noise is tliat ? 

Car, ’Tis the wild concert 
Of madmen, lady, whirli your tyrant brother 
Hath placM about your lodging : this tyranny 
J think was never practis’d till this hour. 

Duch, Indeed I thank him: nothing but noise and 
folly 

Can keep me in my right wits, whereas reason 
And silence make me stark mud. Sit down; 
Discourse to me some dismal tragedy. 

Cari. Oh, ’twill increase your melancholy. 

Duck, Thou art deceived; 

To hear of greater grief, would lessen mine. 

This is a prison ? 

Can*. Yes, but you shall live 
I’o shake this durance off. 

Duch. Thou art a fool; 

The rohin-red'hreast and the nightingale 
Never live long in cages. 

Cari, Pray dry your eyes. 

What think you of, madam ? 
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Dnch, Of nothing: 

When I muse thus, I sleep. 

Cari. Like a madman, with your eyes open. 
Duch. Dost thou think we shall know one another 
In the other world ? 

Cari. Yes ; out of question. 

2Jhc/i, Oh that it were possible we might 
But hold some two days conference with the dead j 
From them I should learn somewhat, I am sure 
T never shall know here. Til tell thee a miracle: 

I am not mad yet, to 1113'^ cause of sorrow. 

The hcav’ii o’er my head seems made of molten 
brass. 

The earth of Haming sulphur; yet I am not mad. 

1 am acquainted with sad misery. 

As the tann’d galley-slave is with his oar; 

Necessity makes me sufl’er constantl}'^. 

And custom makes it easy. Who do I look like now 
Ca?u\ Like to your picture in the gallery. 

A deal of life in shew, but none in practice; 

Dr rather like some reverend monument, 

Whose ruins are even pitied. 

Very proper; 

And fortune seems only to have her eye-sight 
To behohl my tragedy. How now, 

What noise is that ? 

Serv. I am come to tell you 
Your brother hath intended you some sport: 

A great physician, when the pope was sick 
Of a deep niclanchol}', presented liim 
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With several sorts of mad-mcn, which wild object 
(Being full of change and sport) forc’d him to laugli^ 
And so th* imposthunic broke: llie self-ftamc cure 
The Duke intends on you. 

\^rhc Mad-men enter^ and rv/iiht iheif dance to 
suitable mnsicy the Ducukss, perceiving 
Bosola among them, sai/s. 

Duck, Is he mad too ? 

Serv. Pray question Iiini. Pll leave you. 

Mos, I am come to make tliy tomb. 

Duck, I la! my tomb ? 

Thou speak’st as if 1 lay upon niy death-bed 
Gasping for breath. Dost thou perceive me sick ? 
Bos, Yes, and the more dangerously, since thy 
sickness is insensible. 

JDuch, Thou art not mad sure! Dost know’^ me ? 
Bos, Yes. 

Buch. Who am I ? 

Bos, Thou art a box of wornr-secd. * * 

****** * * ' 

Duch, I am Duchess of Malfy still. 

Bos, That makes thy sleeps so broken: 

Glories, like glow-worms, afar off shine bright. 

But look’d too near, have neither heat nor light. 
Buch, Thou art very plain. 

Bos, My trade is to flatter the dead, not the 

1 am a tomb-maker. 

Buch, And thou com’st to make my tomb ^ 

Bos, Yes. 
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Duch. Let me be a little merry— 

Of what stuff wilt thou make it ? 

Bos. Nay, resolve me first of what fashion i 
Duch. Why, do we grow fantastical in our deatli- 
bed ? 

Do we affect fashion in the grave? 

Bos. Most ambitiously: princes’ images on their 
tombs 

Do not lie, as they were wont, seeming to pray. 

Up to lieaven; but with their hands under their 
cheeks 

(As if they died of the tooth-ache); they arc not 
carved 

Witli their eyes fix’d upon the stars: but as 
Their minds were wholly bent upon the world. 

The self-same way they seem to turn their faces. 

Duch. Let mo know fully, therefore, the effect 
Of this thy dismal preparation, 

This talk, fit for a charnel? 

Bos. Now I shall. 

Here is a present from your princely brothers, 

[// cords, and a bell. 

'And may it arrive welcome, for it brings 
Lost benefit, last sorrow. 

Duch. Let me see it: 

1 have so much ofjedience in my blood, 

1 wish it in their veins to do them good. 

Bos. This is your last presence chamber. 

Cari. O my sweet lady! 

Duch. Peace, it affrights not me. 
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Bos, I am the common bellman, 

That usually is sent to condemn’d persons 
The night before they suffer. 

Duch, Even now thou said^st 
Thou wast a tomb-maker ? 

Bos, 'Twas to bring you 
By degrees to mortification. Listen: 

“ Hark, now every thing is still, 

The screech-owl and the whistler shrill, 

(!!all upon our dame aloud. 

And bid her quickly don her shroud. 

Much you had of land and rent. 

Your length in clay’s now competent; 

A long war disturbed your mind^ 

1 [ere your perfect peace is signM; 

Of what is’t fbols make such vain keeping I 
Sin their conception, their birth weeping - 
'I'heir life, a general mist of error; 

Their death, a hideous storm of terror. 

Strew your hair with powders sweet, 

Don clean linen, bathe your feet; 

And (the foul fiend more to check) 

A crucifix let bless your neck: 

’Tis now full tide ’tween night and day, 

End your groan and come away.” 

Cari, Hence villains, tyrants, murderers! Alas! 
What will you do with my lady? call for help. 
Duzh, To whom, to our next neighbours ? they 
arc mad folks. 

Bos. Remove that noise. 
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Dilbh, Farewel, Cariola; 

Iq my last will I have not much to give— 

A many hungry guests have fed upon me— 

Tliine will he a poor reversion. 

Cari. I will die with her. 

Duch, 1 pray thee look thou giv’st my little bo\ 
Some syrup for his cold, and let the girl 
Say her prayers ere she sleep. Now what you 
please. 

What death ? 

Bos, Strangling : here are your executioners. 
Buck. I forgive them: 

Tire apoplexy, catarrh, or cough o’th’ lungs, 
Would do as much as they do. 

Bos. Doth not death fright you? 

Duch, Who would be afraid ont. 

Knowing to meet such excellent company 
In th* other w^orld ? 

Bos, Yet, methinks, 

The manner of your death should much afflict you- 
This cord should terrify you. 

Duch. Not a whit: 

What would it pleasure me to have my throat ciil 
With diamonds ? or to be smothered 
With cassia ? or to be shot to death with pearls r 
I know death hath ten thousand several doors 
For men to take their exits; and *tis found 
They go on such strange geometrical hinges. 

You may open them both ways: any way (for 
heaven’s sake). 

So I were out of your whispering. Tell my brothers 
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That I perceive death (now I am well awake). 

Best gift is they can give, or I can take. 

1 would fain put off my last woman’s fault: 
ril not be tedious to you. 

Exec. We are ready. 

Duch. Dispose my breath how please you; but my 
body 

Bestow upon my women, will you ? 

Exec. Yes. 

Duch. Pull, and pull strongly; for your able 
strength 

Must pull down heaven upon me:— 

Yet stay, heaven’s gates are not so highly arched 
As princes’ palaces; they that enter there 
Must go upon their knees. Come, violent death, 
Serve for mandragora to make me sleep. 

(jo tell niy brothers, when I am laid out. 

They then may feed in quiet. 

[Thei/ strangle her. 
Bos, Where’s the waiting-woman ? 

Fetch her: some other strangle the children. 

Look you, there sleeps your mistress. 

Cari. Oh, you are damn’d 
Perpetually for this. My turn is next, 

Is’t not so ordered ? 

Bos. Yes; and I am glad 
You are so well prepar’d for’t. 

Cari. You are deceiv’d, sir, 

I am not prepar’d for’t; I will not die; 

I will first come to my answer, and kno^v 
How I have offended, 
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Bos^ Come, dispatch her! 

You ke[)t her counsel, now you shall keep ours. 

Cari, I will not die; I must not; I am contracted 
To a young gentleman. 

Excc. Here’s your wedding ring. 

Cari, Let me but speak with the duke: I'll discover 
Treason to his person. 

lios. Delays? throttle her! 

Exec, She bites and scratches. 

Cari, If you kill me now 
I am damn’d; I have not been at confession 
This two years. 

Bos. When ? 

Cari, I am quick with child. 

Bos. Why then 

Your credit’s sav’d: bear her in to th’ next room. 
Let this lie still 
Ferd. Is >he dead ? 

Bos. She is what 

You’ll have her. But here begin your pity: 

[Shews the children strangled. 
Alas, how have these oftended ? 

Ferd. 'fhe death 

Of young wolves is never to be pitied. 

Bos, Fix your eye here. 

Ferd. (’onstantly. 

Bos. Do you not weep ? 

Other sins only speak, murder shrieks out. 

The element of water moistens the earth. 

But blood flies upwards, and bedews the heavens. 
VOL. fr. Q 
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Ferd. Cover her face; mine eyes dazzle. She 
died young. 

Bos, I think not so: her infelicity 
Seem’d to have years too many. 

Ferd, She and I were twins; 

And should I die this instant, I had liv’d 
Her time to a minute. 

Bos. It seems she was born first. 

You have bloodily approv’d the ancient truth, 

That kindred commonly do worse agree 
Than remote strangers. 

Ferd, Let me sec her face again. 

Why didst not thou pity her? what an excellent 
Honest man niight’st thou have been. 

If thou hadst born her to sofne sanctuary. 

Or, bold in a good cause, opposed thyself, 

With thy advanced sword above tliy head. 

Between her innocence and my revenge! 

I bade thee, when I was distracted of rny wits, 

(Jo kill my dearest friend, and thou hast don’t. 

I'or let me but examine well the cause: 

What was the meanness of her match to me ? 

(3nly I must confess 1 had a hope. 

Had she continu’d widow, to have gain’d 
An infinite mass of treasure by her death; 

And that was the main cause. Her marriage! 

That drew a stream of gall quite through my heart. 
l'"or thee, (as we observe in tragedies, 

'rbat a good actor many times is curs’d 
Tor playing a villain’s part,) I hate thee for’t: 

And, for my sake, say thou hast done much ill well. 
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Bos, Let me quicken your memory, for I perceive 
You arc fulling into ingratitude: I challenge 
The reward due to my service. 

Fcrd. I’ll tel! thee 
What I’ll give thee. 

Bos. Do. 

Ferd» Til give thee a pardon 
For iliis murder. 

Bos. ITa! 

Fcrd. Yes: and ’tis 

The largest bounty I can study to do thee, 
ny what authority didst thou execute 
Tin’s bloody sentence ? 

Bos. By yours. 

Fcrd. Mine? was I her judge 
Did any ceremonial form of law 
Doom her to not-bcing? did a complete jury 
Deliver her conviction up i’th* court ? 

Where shalt thou find this judgment register’d, 
Unless in hell ? Sec: like a bloody fool. 

Thou hast forfeited thy life, and thou shalt die 
for’t. 

Bos. The office of justice is perverted quite, 
Wlien one thief hangs another; who shall dare 
To reveal this ? 

Fcrd. Oh, I’ll tell thee: 

The wolf shall find her grave and scrape it up *• 

Not to devour the corse, but to discover 
The horrid murder. 

Bos. You, not I, shall quake for’t. 
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Terd. Leave me! 

Bos, I will first receive my pension. 

Ferd, You are a villain! 

Bos. When your ingratitude 
Is judge, I am so. 

Ferd. O horror! 

That not the fear of Him which binds the devils 
Can prescribe man obedience ! 

Never look upon me more. 

Bos, Why, fare thee well: 

Your brother and yourself are worthy men; 

You have a pair of hearts are hollow graves, 

Rotten, and rotting others; and your vengeance. 
Like two chain'd bullets, still goes arm in arm. 

You may be brothers: for treason, like the plague, 
Doth take much in a blood. I stand like one 
That long hath ta'en a sweet and golden dream. 

I am angry with myself, now that I wake. 

Ferd, Get thee into some unknown part o’th* 
world, 

That I may never see thee. 

Bos, Let me know 

Wherefore I should be thus neglected ? Sir, 

I serv’d your tyranny, and rather strove 
To satisfy yourself than all the world; 

And though I loath’d the evil, yet I lov'd 
You that did counsel it, and rather sought 
To appear a true servant than an honest man. 

Ferd, I’ll go hunt the badger by owl-light: 

’Tis a deed of darkness. \Exit. 
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Bos, He's much distracted. Off*, my painted 
honour! 

While with vain hopes our faculties wc tire. 

We seem to sweat in ice, and freeze in fire; 

What would I do, were this to do again ? 

I would not change my peace of conscience 
For all the wealtli of Piurope. She stirs ! here's life! 
Return, fair soul, from darkness, and lead mine 
Out of this sensible hell. She's warm; she breathes. 
Upon thy pale lips I will melt my heart. 

To store them with fresh colour. Who’s there ? 
Some cordial drink. Alas 1 I dare not call: 

So pity would destroy pity. Her eye opes. 

And heaven in it seems to hope, that late was shut. 
To take me up to mercy. 

Duck, Antonio. 

Bos. Yes, madam, he is living: 

The dead bodies you saw were but feign'd statues; 
He's reconcil'd to your brother; the Pope hath 
wrought 
The atonement. 

Bach. Mercy. dies. 

Bus. Oh, she’s gone again ; there the cords of life 
broke. 

I Oh, sacred innocence ! that sweetly sleeps 
On turtles’ feathers, whilst a guilty conscience 
Is a black register, wherein is writ 
All our good deeds, and bad ; a perspective 
That shows us hell, that we cannot be suffer'd 
To do good when we have a mind to it. 

'rhis is manly sorrow; 
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These tears, I am very certain, never grew 
In my mother's milk. My estate is sunk 
Below the degree of fear: where were 
These penitent fountains while she was living ? 

Oh, they were frozen up. Hero is a sight 
As direful to my soul as is the sword 
Unto a wretch hath slain his father. Come, Bll 
bear thee lienee. 

And execute thy last will; that’s deliver 
Thy body to the reverend dispose 
Of some good women; that the cruel tyrant 
Shall not deny me; then I'll post to Milan, 

Where somewhat I will speedily enact 
Worth iny dejection. 


FROM THE SAME« 

ACT \. SCliiNE III. 

l*crsons .—AntoniOf Dclio, J\cho from the Duchess* grave. 

Dclio, Yond’s the cardinal's window. This for¬ 
tification 

Grew from the ruins of an ancient abbey; 

And to yond side o'tli’ river lies a wall. 

Piece of a cloister, which in my o[)inioii 
Gives the best echo that you ever heard; 

So hollow and so dismal, and withal 
So plain in the distinction of our words. 

That many have supposed it is a spirit 
That answers. 

Antonio. I do love these ancient ruins: 

We never tread upon them but we set 
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Our foot upon some reverend history; 

And, questionless, here in this open court. 

Which now lies naked to the injuries 
Of stormy weather, some men lie interred 
Lov’d the cliiirch so well, and gave so largely to’t, 
They thought it should have canopied their bones 
Till doomsday. Hut all things have their end: 
Churches and cities, which have diseases like to 
men. 

Must have like death that w'e have. 

Echo. Like death that we have. 

Del. Now the echo hath caught you. 

Ant. It groan’d, niethought, and gave 
A very deadly accent. 

Echo. Deadly accent. 

Del, I told you ’twas a pretty one. You may 
make it 

A huntsman, or a falconer, a musician, 

Or a thing of sorrow. 

Echo, A thing of sorrow. 

Ant. Ay, sure: that suits it best. 

Echo. That suits it best. 

Ant. *Tis very like my wife’s voice. 

Echo, I, wife’s voice, 

Del, Come, let’s walk farther Irom’t: 

1 would not have you, too, to th* cardinal’s to-night: 
Do not. 

Echo. Do not. 

Del. Wisdom doth not more moderate wasting 
sorrow 

Than time; take time for’t: be mindful of thy safety. 
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Echo. Be mindful of thy safety. 

Ant, Necessity compels rnc: 

Make scrutiny throughout the passes 
Of your ov/n life; you'll find it impossible 
To fly your fate. 

Echo. (), fly your fate. 

Del, Hark: the dead stones seem to have pity on 
you, 

And give you good coun.scl. 

Ant. Echo, 1 will not talk with thee, 

For thou art a dead thing. 

Echo. Thou art a dead thing. 

Ant. My duchess is asleep now, 

And her little ones, 1 hope sweetly: Oh, heaven! 
Shall 1 never see her more ? 

Echo, Never sec her more. 

Ant. I mark’d not one repetition of the Echo 
But that, and on the sudden a clear light 
Presented me a face folded in sorrow. 

Del. Your fancy, merely. 

Ant. Come, I’ll be out of this ague; 

For to live thus, is not indeed to live; 

It is a mockery and abuse of life: 

1 will not hencefortli save myself by halves. 

Loose all or nothing. 

Del. Your own virtue save you. 

1*11 fetch your eldest son, and second you: 

It may be that the sight of his own blood, 

Spread in so sweet a figure, may beget 
The more compassion. 

However, fare you well I 
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1 'hoijgh in our miseries Fortune have a part, 
Yet, in our noble $uft‘*rings, she hath none; 
Contempt of pain, that we may call our own. 


JOHN FORD. 


It is painful to find the name of Ford a barren spot 
in our poetical biography, marked by nothing but 
a few dales and conjectures, chiefly drawn from his 
own dedications, lie was born of a respectable 
family in Devonshire; was bred to the law, and en¬ 
tered of the Middle Temple at tlie age of seven¬ 
teen. At the age of twenty, he published a poem, 
cntitlcil I'ame’s Memorial, in honour of the deceased 
Earl of Devonshire ; and from the dedication of that 
piece it appears that he chiefly subsisted u|)on his 
professioitcd lal)ours, making poetry the solace of his 
leisure hour>. All his play.s were publislted between 
the years 1629 IbJy; but before the former 
period he had for some time been known as a dra¬ 
matic writer, his works having Ix^en printed a con¬ 
siderable time after their appearance on the stage; 
and, according to the custom of the age, Iiad been as¬ 
sociated m several works with otiicr composers. With 
Dekker he joined in dramatizir»g a v<tory. which re- 
Bects mure disgrace upon the age than ai! Us genius 
could rt deem, namely, the fate of Mother Sawyer, 
rhe witch of Edmonton, an aged woman, who had 
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been recently the victim of legal and superstitious 
murder— 

Nil adeo Jiedum quod non exacta vetuslas 
Edidcrif, 

The time of his death is unknown. The story of 
his dispute with Jonson, upon the success of the 
Lover’s Melancholy, that was forged by Macklin, 
and supported by Steevens, is utterly unworthy of 
credit. 


FROM THK IX>VJiR’s MKLANCIIOI.Y. ^ 

ACT IV. SCENE III. 

Palador, Prince of Cyprus, liaviii^ fallen into luclatichoiy from tlie 
disappointment of losing Eroclea, to whom he was attached, a 
masque is prepared to divert his thoughts, at the representation 
of which he secs a >uuth, passing by the iiuiiu' of Purtheno- 
phill, whose resemblance to his mistress strikes him. 

Scene.— A Room at the Palace, 

Persons.—Pulador, prince (f Cpprtis^ ArctuSj Jm tutor; Sophronos, 
uncle to Kroclea ; Pclias^ a courtier ; Menaphou^ >oh Sophronos ; 
Amethus, cousin to the prince; Ithctias, servant to Eroclea, 

Enter Aiietus atid SonmoNos. 

Are. The prince is tli’roughly mov’d. 

Soph. 1 never saw him 

So much distemper'd. 

* 1 have declined obtruding on the reader some passages in 
Ford’s plays which possess a superior power to the present scene, 
because they have been anticipated by Mr.Lambe in his Dramatic 
Specimens, and have been made still better known to the public 
by being quoted in a popular review. Even if this had not been 
the ease, I should have felt reluctant to give a place to one dread- 
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Are, What should this young man be, 

And whither can he be convey’d ? 

Soph, It is to me 

A mystery ; I understand it not. 

Arc, Nor I. 

Enter Palador and Pjslias. 

Pal. Ye luivc consented all to work upon 
The softness ot‘ iny nature; but take heed: 

TIio* I can sleep in silence, and look on 
Ulie mockery ye make ol’niy dull patience 
Yet ye sliall know, the best of ye, that in me 
There is a masculine, a stirring spirit, 

Which [once] provoked, shall, like a bearded comet, 
Set ye at gaze, and threaten horror. 

Pel. Good sir. 

Pal, Good sir! 'tis not your active wit or lan¬ 
guage. 

Nor your grave politic wisdoms, lords, shall dare 
To check-mate and controul my just demands. 

Euler Menai'Iion. 

Where is the youth, your friend ? Is he found yet ? 
Men, Not to be heard ol'. 

Pal. Fl}^ then to the desart, 

Where thou didst first encounter this fantastic, 

fully beautiful specimen of his alFecting powers, in the tragedy of 
he Brother and Sister. Better that poetry should cease, than 
liave fo do with such subjects. The Lover’s Melctncholy has 
much of the grace and sweetness that distinguishes the genius of 
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This airy apparition : come no more 
In sight! Get ye all from me ! He that stays 
Is not my friend. 

Are, ^Tis strange. 

Are. and Soph, Wc must obey. 

[Exeunt all but Pi\LADOii. 
Pal. Some angry power cheats, with rare delu¬ 
sions. 

My credulous sense: the very soul of reason 
Is troubled in me.—The physician 
Presented a strange mask, the view of it 
Puzzled my understanding : but the boy- 


Enter Rhetias. 

Uhetias, thou art acquainted with my griefs; 
Parthenophill is lost, and 1 would sec him; 

For he is like to something I remember 
A great while since, a long, long time ago. 

llhc. I Iiave been diligent, sir, to pry into every 
corner for discovery, but cannot meet with him. 
There is some trick, I am confident. 

Pal, There is, there is some practice, slight, or 
plot. 

Rhe, I have apprehended a fair wench, in an odd 
private lodging in the city, as like the youth in face 
as can by possibility be discerned. 

Pal. How, Rhetias ? 

Rhe. If it be not Parthenophill in long coats, ’tis 
a spirit in his likeness; answer I can get none from 
her: you shall see her. 
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Pa/, The young man in disguise, upon my life. 
To steal out of the land. 

R/te, I'll send him to you. 

[ Ex // Khetias. 

Enter Euoclea in xvoma 7 i*s attire, and listens. 

Pal, Do, do, my Rhctias. As there is by nature, 
III every thing created, contrariety: 

So likewise is there unity and league 

Between them in their kind ; but man, the abstract 

Of all perfection, which the workmanship 

Of heaven hath modelled, in himself contains 

Passions of several qualities; the music 

Of man’s fair composition best accords 

When ’tis in concert, not in single strains. 

My heart has been untun’d these many months. 
Wanting her presence, in whose equal love 
True harmony consisted ; living hero, 

Wc are heav’n’s bounty all, but fortune’s exercise. 

Ero. Minutes are nunib’red by the fall of sands. 
As by an hour-glass; the span of time 
Doth waste us to our graves, and we look on it. 

An age of pleasures, revell’d out, cornea home 
At last, and ends in sorrow : but the life. 

Weary of riot, numbers every sand. 

Wailing in sighs, until the last drop down; 

So to conclude calamity in rest. 

Pa/. What echo yields a voice to my complaints ? 
Can I be nowhere private ? 

Ero. Let the substance 

As suddenly be hurried from your eyes. 



238 


JOHN FORD. 


As the vain sound can pass your ear, 

If no impression of a trotli vow’d your’s 

Retain a constant memory. \Kneeh\ 

Pal. Stand up! 

^Tis not the figure, stamp’d upon thy cliceks, 

Tlie cozenage of thy beauty, grace, or tongue, 

Can draw from me a secret, tliat hath been 
The only jewel of my speechless thoughts. 

Ero, I am so worn away with fears and sorrows, 
So winter’d with the tempests of affliction, 

That the bright sun ofyour life-quick’ning presence 
Hath scarce one beam of force to warm again 
That spring of clicerful comfort, which youth once 
Apparel*d in fresh looks. 

Pal. Cunning impostor I 

Untruth hath made thee subtle in thy trade : 

If any ncighb’ring greatness hath seduc’d 
A free-born resolution, to attempt 
Some bolder act of treachery, by cutting 
My weary days oft’; wherefore, (cruel mercy !) 
Hast thou assum’d a sliape, that would make treason 
A piety, guilt pardonable, bloodslied 
As hol}^ as the sacrifice of peace ? 

Ero, Tlie incense of my love-desires arc tlam’d 
Upon an altar of more constant proof. 

Sir, O sir ! turn me back into the world. 

Command me to forget my name, my birth. 

My father’s sadness, and my death alive. 

If all remembrance of m)^ faith hath found 
A burial, without pity, in your scorn. 

Pal. My scorn, disdainful boy, shall soon unweave 
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The web tJiy art Iiath twisted. Cast tliy shape off; 
Disrobe the mantle of a feigned sex. 

And so I may be gentle: as thou art, 

There’s witchcraft in thy language, in thy face, 

In thy demeanours. Turn ! turn from me, pr’ythee : 
For my l>clief is arm’d else. Yet, fair subtilty, 
Before we part (for part wo must), be true; 

Tell me thy country. 

Ero. Cyprus. 

Pal. Ha ! thy fatlicr ? 

Ero» Meleander, 

PdL Hast a name? 

Ero. A name of misery; 

Th’ unfortunate Eroclea. 

PaL There is danger 

In this seducing counterfeit. Great goodness! 
Hath honesty and virtue left the time ? 

Arc w^e become so impious, that, to tread 
The path of impudence, is law and justice ? 

Thou vizard of a beauty ever sacred. 

Give mo thy name! 

Ern. Whilst I was lost to memory, 

Parthenophill did shrowd my shame in change 
Of sundry rare misfortunes; but, since now 
I am, before I die, return’d to claim 
A convoy to my grave, I must not blush 
To let prince Palador, if I offend, 

Know, when he dooms me, that he dooms Eroclea. 
1 am that woful maid. 

Pat. Join not too fast 

lliy penance with the story of thy sufF’rings:— 
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So dwelt simplicity with virgin trutli ; 

So martyrdom and holiness arc twins. 

As innocence and sweetness on thy tongue; 

But, let me by degrees collect my senses; 

1 may abuse my trust. Tell me, what air 
Hast thou perfum’d, since tyranny first ravished 
The contract of our hearts. 

Ero. Dear sir, in Athens 

Have I been buried. 

PaL Buried ? Right, as I 

In Cyprus.—Come! to trial, if thou beest 
Eroclea; in my bosom I can find thee. 

Ero, As I, prince Palador, in mine: this gift 

[She shows him a tablet. 
His bounty bless’d me with, the only physic 
My solitary cares have hourly took 
To keep me from despair. 

PaL We are but Ibols? 

To trifle in disputes, or vainly struggle 
With that eternal mercy which protects us. 

Come home, home to my heart, thou banish’d peace! 
My ecstasy of joys would speak in passion. 

But that I would not lose that part of man. 

Which is reserv’d to entertain content, 

Eroclea, I am thine: O, let me seize thee 
As my inheritance. Hymen shall now 
Set all his torches burning, to give light 
Throughout this land, new-settled in thy welcome. 
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Of Wni. llowley nothing more is known than that 
he was a pla^'^er by profession, and for several years 
at the head of the Prince’s company of comedians. 
Though his name is found in one instance affixed to 
a piece conjointly with iShakspeare’s, he is generally 
classed only in the third rank of our dramatists. 
His Muse is evidently a plebeian nymph, and had 
not been educated in the school of the Graces. His 
most tolerable production is tlie “ New Wonder, or 
a Woman never vext.” Its drafts of citizen life and 
manners have an air of reality and honest truth-^ 
the situations and characters are forcible, and the 
sentiments earnest and unaffected. The author 
seems to move in the sphere of life which he irai<» 
fates, with no false fears about its dignity, and is not 
ashamed to exhibit his broken inerchaiit hanging 
out the bag for charity among the debtor^ of a 
prison-house. 

r - 

SCKNK FROM TllJfi COMKOY OK A NKW WONDJfiR, OR 
A WOMAA VJi.VI’. 

Persons .—The IVidow and Doctor, 

Doct. You sent for me, gentlewoman ? 

JVid. Sir, I did; and to this end : 


VOL. II. 


K 
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1 have sonic scruples in my conscience; 

Some doubtful problems which 1 cannot answer 
Nor reconcile; I’d have you make them plain. 
Docl. This is my duty: pray speak your mind. 
W'uL And as 1 speak^ 1 must remember heaven. 
That gave those blessings which I must relate: 

Sir, you now behold a wond’rous woman; 

You only wonder at the epithet; 

1 can approve it good: guess at mine age. 

Doct. At the half way Twixt thirty and forty. 
Wid. ’Twas not much amiss; yet nearest to the 
last. 

How think you then, is not this a wonder ? 

That a woman lives lull seven-and-thirty years 
IVlaid to a wife, and wife unto a widow. 

Now widow'd, and mine own, yet all this while 
From the extremest verge of my remembrance, 
Even from my weaning hour unto this minute. 

Did never taste what was calamity ? 

I know not yet what grief is, yet have sought 
An hundred ways for its acquaintance: with me 
Prosperity hath kept so close a watch, 

That even those things that I have meant a cross. 
Have that way turn’d a blessing. Is it not strange ? 

Doct, Unparallel’d ; this gift is singular, 

And to you alone belonging: you are the moon, 
For there’s but one, all women else are stars. 

For there are none of like condition. 

Full oft, and many, have 1 heard complain 
Of discontents, thwarts, and adversities, 
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But a second to yourself I never knew: 

To groan under the superflux of blessings, 

To have ever been alien unto sorrow. 

No trip of fate ? Sure it is wonderful. 

JVid. Avy sir, ’tis wonderful; but is it well ? 

For it is now my chief affliction. 

I have heard you say, that the child of heaven 
Shall suffer many tribulations; 

Nay, kings and princes share them with their sub¬ 
jects : 

Then I that know not any chastisement. 

How may I know iny part of childhood ? 

Doct. *Tis a good doubt; but make it not ex¬ 
treme. 

’Tis some affliction, that you are afflicted 
For want of affliction ; cherish that: 

Yet wrest it not to misconstruction; 

For all your blessings are free gifts from heaven; 
Health, wealth, and peace ; nor can they turn to 
curses, 

But by abuse. Fray let me question you: 

Vou lost a husband, was it no grief to you ? 

IVid. It was; but very small: no sooner I 
Flad given it entertainment as a sorrow, 

JBut straight it turn’d unto my treble joy: 

A comfortable revelation prompts me then. 

That husi)and (whom in life I held so dear) 

Had chang’d a frailty to unchanging joys ; 
Methought I saw him stellified in heaven, 

And singing hallelujahs ’mongst a quire 

11 2 
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Of white-sainted souls: then again it spake. 

And said; it was a sin for me to grieve 
At his best good, that I esteemed best: 

And thus this slender shadow of a grief 
Vanish’d again. 

Doct, All this was happy; nor can you wrest it 
from 

A heavenly blessing: do not appoint the rod ; 
Leave still the stroke unto the magistrate: 

The time is not past, but you may feel enough. 

Wid. One taste more 1 had, although but little. 
Yet 1 would aggravate to make the most on’t; 
Thus ’twas: the other day it was my hap, 

In crossing of the Thames, 

To drop that wedlock ring from off my finger, 

That once conjoin’d me and my dead husband; 

It sunk; I priz’d it dear; the dearer, ’cause it kept 
Still in mine eye the memory of my loss; 

Yet I griev’d the loss; and did joy withal. 

That 1 had found a grief: and this is all 
The sorrow 1 can boast of. 

Docl. This is but small. 

IVid, Nay, sure 1 am of this opinion. 

That had I suffer’d a draught to be made for it, 
The bottom would have sent it up again, 

1 am so wondrously fortunate. 

Doct, You would not suffer it ? 
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STRPHE^f, A RECLAIMED GAMESTER^ NEWLY MAR¬ 
RIED TO THE OVER-FORTUNATE WIDOW. 

Persons.’—Stcphaif Robert his nephew, and Widow. 

Enter Stephen tuith bills and bonds. 

Wife. How now, sweetheart? what hast thou 
there ? 

Steph. 1 find much debts belonging to you, 
sweet; 

And my care must be now to fetch them in. 

Wyh. Ha! ha! prithee do not mistake thyself. 
Nor my true purpose; I did not wed to thrall. 

Or bind thy large expense, but rather to add 
A plenty to that liberty; 1 thought by this. 

Thou wouldst have stuffed thy pockets full of gold, 
And thrown it at a hazard; made ducks and drakes. 
And baited fishes with thy silver flies; 

Lost, and fetch’d more: why, this had been my joy! 
Perhaps at length thou wouldst have wast’d my 
store; 

Why, this had been a blessing too good for me. 

Steph. Content thee, sweet, those days are gone. 
Ay, even from my memory; 

I have forgot that e’er I had such follies, 

And ril not call ’em back: my cares are bent 
To keep your state, and give you all content. 

Roger, go, call your fellow-servants up to me. 

And to my chamber bring all books of debt; 

I will o’erlook, and cast up all accounts. 
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That I may know the weight of all my cares. 
And once a year give up my stewardship. 


Enter Robert. 

Steph. Oh, nephew, are you come! the welcom'st 
wish 

That my heart has ; this is my kinsman, sweet. 

Wife, Let him be largely texted in your love. 
That all the city may read it fairly : 

You cannot remember me, and him forget; 

We were alike to you in poverty. 

Steph. 1 should have begg’d that bounty of your 
love. 

Though you had scanted me to have given’t him ; 
Eor we arc one, 1 an uncle nephew. 

He a nephew uncle. But, my sweet self. 

My slow request you have anticipated 

With proifer’d kindness; and 1 thank you for it. 

But how, kind cousin, does your father use you ? 

Is your name found again within his books ? 

Can he read son there ? 

Rob. ’Tis now blotted quite: 

For by the violent instigation 
Of my cruel stepmother, his vows and oaths 
Are stamp'd against me, ne’er to acknowledge 
me. 

Never to call, or bless me as a child; 

But in his brow, his bounty and behaviour 
I read it all most plainly. 
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Steph. Cousin, grieve not at it; that father lost at 
home, 

You shall find here; and with the loss of his inherit¬ 
ance, 

You meet another amply proffer’d you; 

Be my adopted son, no more my kinsman: 

( To his Wife.) So that this borrowed bounty do not 
stray 

From your consent. 

Wife, Call it not borrowed, sir; ’tis all your own; 
Here ’fore this reverend man 1 make it known. 
Thou art our child as free by adoption. 

As deriv'd from us by conception, 

Birth, and propinquity; inheritor 
To our full substance. 

Rob. You were born to bless us both; 

My knee shall practise a son’s duty 
Even beneath a son’s; giving you all 
The comely dues of parents; yet not 
Forgetting m 3 ' duty to my father; 

Where’er I meet him he shall have my knee. 
Although his blessing ne’er return to me. 

Ste 2 )h. Come then, my dearest son, I’ll now give 
^ thee 

A taste of my love to thee: be thou my deputy. 
The factor and disposer of my business; 

Keep my accounts, and order my affairs; 

They must be all your own: for you, dear sweet, 
Be merry, take your pleasure at home, abroad; 
Visit your neighbours; aught that may seem good 
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To your own will; down to the country ride; 

For cares and troubles lay them all aside. 

And 1 will take them up; it’s fit that weight 
Should now lie all on me : take thou the height 
Of quiet and content, let nothing grieve thee; 

I brought thee nothing else, and that I’ll give thee« 

[Exit Stephen a7i(l Robert* 
Wife, Will the tide never turn ? was ever woman 
Thus burden’d with unhappy happiness? 

Did I from riot take him, to waste my goods^ 

And he strives to augment it ? 1 did mistake him. 

Doct. Spoil not a good text with a false comment; 
All these are blessings, and from heaven sent; 

It is your husband’s good, he’s now transform’d 
To a better shade, the prodigal’s return’d. 

Come, come, know joy, make not abundance scant; 
You ’plain of that which thousand women want. 


PHILIP MASSINGER. 

BORN 1584.— DIKD 1640. 


The father of this dramatic poet was attached to 
the family of Henry, the second Earl of Pembroke, 
and died in the service of that honourable house. 
The name of a servant carried with it no sense of 
degradation in those times, when the great lords and 
ofBcers of the court numbered inferior nobles among 
their followers. On one occasion the poet’s father 
was the bearer of letters from the Earl of Pembroke 
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to Queen Elizabeth, a circumstance which has been 
justly observed to indicate that he could be no mean 
person, considering^ the punctilious respect which 
Elizabeth exacted tVoni her courtiers. 

Massinger was born at Salisbury, or probably at 
Wilton, in its neighbourhood, the seat of the Earl 
of Pembroke, in whose family he also appears to have 
been educated. That nobleman died in the poet's 
sixteenth year, who thus unfortunately lost whatever 
chance he ever had of his protecting kindness. His 
father continued indeed in the service of the suc¬ 
ceeding earl who was an accomplished man, a 
votary of the muses, and one of the brightest orna¬ 
ments of the court of Elizabeth and James; but he 
withheld his patronage from a man of genius, who 
had claims to it, and would have done it honour, for 
reasons that have not been distinctly explained in 
the scanty and sorrowful history of the poet. Mr. 
Giiford, dissatisfied with former reasons alleged for 
this neglect, and convinced from the perusal of his 
writings that Massinger was a catholic, conjectures 
that it may be attributed to his having offended the 
earl by having apostatised while at the university to 
that obnoxious faith. He was entered as a com¬ 
moner of St. Alban’s Hall, Oxford, in his eighteenth 
year, where he continued only four years. Wood 
and Davies conclude that he missed a degree, and 
was suddenly withdrawn from the university, in con- 


1 Wiiliam, the third Earl of Pembroke. 
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sequence of Pembroke’s disapprobation of his attach¬ 
ment to poetry and romances, instead of logic and 
philosophy. Mr. Gifford prefers the authority of 
Langbaine, that lie was not supported at all at Ox¬ 
ford by the Earl of Pembroke, but by his own father^ 
and concludes that he was withdrawn from it solely 
by the calamitous event of his death. Whatever was 
the cause, he left the university abruptly, and com¬ 
ing to London, without friends, or fortune, or pro¬ 
fession, was, as lie informs us himself, driven by his 
necessities to the stage for support. 

From the period of his arrival in London in 1606 
till the year 1622, when his Virgin Martyr appeared 
in print, it is sufficiently singular that we should have 
no notice of Massinger, except in one melancholy 
relic that was discovered by Mr. Malone in Dulwich 
college, namely, a letter subscribed by him and two 
other dramatic poets S in which they solicit the ad¬ 
vance of five pounds from a theatrical manager, to 
save them from the horrors of a gaol. Tlie distress¬ 
ful document accidentally discovers the fact of Mas¬ 
singer having assisted Fletcher in one of his dramas* 
and thus entitles Sir Aston Cokayne’s assertion to 
belief, that he assisted him in more than one. 
Though Massinger therefore did not appear in print 
during the long period already mentioned, his time 
may be supposed to have been partly employed in 
those confederate undertakings w'hich were so com- 


' Nathan Field and Bobert Daborue. 
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mon during tlie early vigour of our stage; and there 
is the strongest presumptive evidence that he was 
also engaged in plays of bis own composition, which 
have been lost to the world among those literary trea¬ 
sures tliat perished by tlie neglect of Warburton, the 
Somerset herald, and the unconscious sacrilege of 
his cook. Of Massinger's fame for rapidity in com* 
position Langbaine has preserved a testimony in the 
lines of a contemporary poet: after the date of his 
first printed performance those of his subsequent 
works come in thick succession, and there can be 
little doubt that the period preceding it was equally 
prolific. 

Of his private life literally nothing can be said to 
be known, except that his dedications bespeak in¬ 
cessant distress and dependance, while the recom¬ 
mendatory poems prefixed to his plays address him 
with attributes of virtue, which are seldom lavished 
with flattery or falsehood on those who are poor. In 
one of his dedications he acknowledges the bounty 
of Philip, Earl of Montgomery, the brother to that 
Earl of Pembroke who so unaccountably neglected 
him; but warm as Massinger's acknowledgements 
are, the assistance appears to have been but transi¬ 
tory. On the 17 th of March, 1640, having gone to 
bed in apparent health the preceding night, he was 
found dead in the morning, in his own house, in the 
Bank-side. He was buried in the church-yard of 
St. Sa\ iour*s, and his/ellow comedians attended him 
to the grave; but it does not appear from the strict- 
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est search that a stone or inscription of any kind 
marked the place where his dust was deposited; 
even the memorial of his mortality is given with a 
pathetic brevity, which accords hut too well with 
the obscure and humble circumstances of bis life— 
March 20, 1639-40, buried Philip Massinger, a 
stranger;” and of all his admirers only Sir Aston 
Cokayne dedicated a line to his memory. Even 
posterity did him long injustice: Rowe, who bad 
discovered his merits in the depth of their neglect, 
forbore to be his editor, in the hopes of concealing 
his plagiarism from the Fatal Dowry*; and he 
seemed on the eve of oblivion, when Dodsley's re¬ 
print of our old plays brought him faintly into that 
light of reputation, which has been made perfectly 
distinct by Mr. Gilford's edition of his works. 


FROM THE DUKE OF MII^AN, A TRAGEDY. 

Sforza, Duke of Milan, in liis passionate att.icluiient fn his wife 
Marcella, cannot endure the idea of lier surviving luni, and 
being called out to war, leaves an order to his favourite Fran¬ 
cisco, that in the event of his falling in the contest he should 
put tlic duchess to death. Marcella’s discovery of this frantic 
order brings on the jealousy and deaths that form the ca^ 
tastrophe of the piece. 

MARCELIA I’EMPrED BY FRANCISCO. 

J^ran. Let them first know themselves, and how 
you are 

To be served and honour'd; which, when they con¬ 
fess. 


’ In the Fair Penitent. 
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You may again receive them to your favour: 

And then it will shew nobly. 

Marc. With, my thanks 
The duke shall pay you hJs^ if lie return 
To bless us with his presence. 

Fra?i. There is nothing 
That can be added to your fair acceptance; 

That is the prize, indeed; all else are blanks. 
And of no value. As, in virtuous actions. 

The undertaker finds a full reward. 

Although conferr'd upon unthankful men; 

So, any service done to so much sweetness, 
However dangerous, and subject to 
An ill construction, in your favour finds 
A wish’d, and glorious end. 

Marc. From you, 1 take this 
As loyal duty ; but, in any other. 

It would appear gross flattery, 

Fra7i. Flatter}', madam! 

You are so rare and excellent in all things, 

And raised so high upon a rock of goodness, 

As that vice cannot reach you; who but looks on 
This temple, built by nature to perfection, 

J^.ut must bow to it; and out of that zeal, 

^ot only learn to adore it, but to love it ? 

Marc, Whither will this fellow ? 

\fFran, Pardon, therefore, madam, 
ft an excess in me of humble duty. 

Teach me to hope, and though it be not in 
The power of man to merit such a blessing. 
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My piety, for it is more than love. 

May find reward. 

Marc. You have it in my thanks; 

And, on my hand, 1 am pleased that you shall take 

A full possession of it: but, take heed 

That you fix here, and feed no hope beyond it; 

If you do, it will prove fatal, 

Fran. Be it death, 

And death with torments tyrants ne’er found out. 
Yet I must say, I love you, 

Marc. As a subject; 

And ’twill become you, 

Fran. Farewell circumstance! 

Atid since you arc not pleased to understand me, 
But by a plain and usual form of speech; 

All superstitious reverence laid by, 

I love you as a man, and, as a man, 

I would enjoy you. Why do you start, and fly me ? 
I am no monster, and you but a woman, 

A woman made to yield, and by example 
Told it is lawful: favours of this nature, 

Are, in our age, no miracles in the greatest; 

And, therefore, lady—- 

Marc. Keep off. O you Powers!- 

Libidinous beast! and, add to that, unthankful! 

A crime, which creatures wanting reason, fly from 
Are all the princely bounties, favours, honours, ‘ 
Which, with some prejudice to his own wisdom, 
Thy lord and raiser hath conferr’d upon thee. 

In three days absence buried ? Hath he made thee. 
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A thing obscure, almost without a name, 

The envy of great fortunes ? Have I graced thee. 
Beyond thy rank, and entertain'd thee, as 
A friend, and not a servant ? and is this, 

This impudent attempt to taint mine honour, 

The fair return of both our ventured favours! 


Fran, Hear my excuse. 

Marc, The devil may plead mercy. 

And with as much assurance, as thou yield one. 
Burns lust so hot in thee ? or is thy pride 
Grown up to such a height, that, but a princess. 
No woman can content thee; and, add to it. 

His wife and princess, to whom thou art tied 
In all the bonds of duty?—Head my life. 

And find one act of mine so loosely carried. 

That could invite a most self-loving fool. 

Set off with all that fortune could throw on him. 

To the least hope to find way to my favour; 

And, what’s the worst mine enemies could wish me. 


I’ll be thy strumpet. 

Fran. 'Tis acknowledged, madam. 

That your whole course of life hath been a pattern 
Tor chaste and virtuous women. In your beauty. 


WjKi^h 1 first saw, and loved, as a fair crystal, 

3^our heavenly mind, clear and untainted; 
while the duke did prize you to your value, 
.-j-/Id it have been in man to pay that duty, 

..7ell might envy him, but durst not hope 


To stop you in your full career of goodness: 


But now I find that he’s fall’n from his fortune. 
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And, howsoever he would appear doting, 

Grown cold in his affection; I presume. 

From his most barbarous neglect of you, 

To offer my true service. Nor stand 1 bound. 

To look back on the courtesies of him, 

That, of all living men, is most unthankful. 

Marc. Unheard-of impudence! 

Fran. You’ll say I am modest. 

When I have told the story. Can he tax me. 

That have received some worldly trifles from him. 
For being ungrateful; when he, that first tasted. 
And hath so Jong enjoy’d, 3^our sweet embraces, 

In which all blessings that our frail condition 
Is^capable of, are wholly comprehended. 

As cloy’d with happiness, contenina the giver 
Of his felicity ! and, as he reach’d not 
The masterpiece of mischief which he aims at. 
Unless he pay those favours he stands bound to. 
With fell and deadl}^ hate!—You think he loves you 
With unexampled fervour; nay, dotes o'l you, 

As there were something in you more than woman: 
When, on my knowledge, he long since hath wish’d 
You were among the dead;—and I, you scorn so. 
Perhaps, am your preserver. 

Marc. Bless me, good angels, 

Or 1 am blasted! Lies so false and wickeil, u • 7 
And fashion’d to so damnable a purpose, 

Cannot be spoken by a human tongue. 

My husband hate me! give thyself the lie. 

False and accurs’d! Thy soul, if thou hast an}', 
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Can witness, never lady stood so bouml 
To the iinfcign’d affection of her lord, 

As I do to niy Sforza. If thou wouldst work 
Upon niy weak credulity, tell me, rather, 

TluU till! earth moves; the sun and stars stand still; 
'J'hc ocean keeps nor floods nor ebbs; or that 
There's peace between the lion and the lamb ; 

Or that the ravenous eagle and the dove 
Keep in one aerie, and bring up their young; 

Or any thing that is averse to nature: 

And I will sooner credit it, tlian that 
My lord can think of me, hut as a jewel, 

He loves more than himself, and all the world. 

Fi'dti. O innoeence abused! simplicity cozen’d!* 
It were a sin, for which we have no name. 

To keep you longer in this wilful crnir. 

Heail his atfcction here;—[U/rc-v her a pa2Jcr .~\—and 
then observe 

Flow dear he holds you I ’Tis his character, 

Which cunning yet could never counterfeit. 

Marc. ’Tis his hand, Tm resolv’d of it. I’Jl try 
What the inscription is. 

Fraa. I'ray you, do so. 

(leads.) You knoxv my pleasure, and the 
Of Mat cclias death, tvhich fail not to execute, 
' - the contraryf not ivith your head 

but xvith the ruin of your xuliole family. And 
written with mine own hand, and signed with my 
privy signet, shall be your sufficient warrant. 

Lodovico Sfowza. 


VOL. if. 
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I do obey it; every word’s a poniard. 

And reaches to my heart* [SAc 

Fran, What have I done! 

Madam! for heaven’s sake, madam!—O my fate! 
I'll bend her body: tliis is, yet, some pleasure: 

I'll kiss her into a new life. Dear lady !— 

She stirs. For the duke’s sake, for Sforza’s sake— 
Marc. Sforza’s! stand off; though dead, I will bo 
his. 

And even my ashes shall abhor the touch 
Of any other.—O unkind, and cruel! 

Learn, women, learn to trust in one another; 

There is no faith in man: Sforza is false. 

False to Marcelia! 

Fi'an. But I am true. 

And live to make you happy. All the pomp, / 
State, and observance you had, being his. 

Compared to what you shall enjoy, when mine, 

Sliall be no more remember’d. Lose his memorv. 
And look with cheerful beams on your new crea¬ 
ture ; 

And know, what he hath plotted for your good, 

Fate cannot alter. If the emperor 

Take not his life, at his return he dies, . ^ 

And by my hand ; my wife, that is his heir, ■ 

Shall quickly follow:—then we reign alone 
For with this arm I’ll swim through seas of b; 

Or make a bridge, arch’d with the bones of me ^ 

But 1 will grasp ray aims in you, my dearest, 
Dearest, and best of women! 
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Marc. Thou art a villain ! 

All attL'ilmtcs of archvillains made into onr. 

Cannot express thee. I prefer the hate 
Of Sforza, though it mark me for the grave, 

IJefore thy base affection, I am yet 
Ih\re anti un>potte(l in my true love to him; 

Nor shall it be corrupted, though he*s tainted: 

Nor nill I jiart with innocence, lu'canse 
He is found guilty. Tor lhyscll‘, thou art 
A thing, that, equal with the devil himself, 

1 do detest and scorn. 

Frcin. Thou, then, art nothing: 

Thy life is in my powt r, disdainful woman! 

'I’liink on’t, and tremble. 

Marc. No, tbough thou wert now 
To play tby hangman’s part.—Thou well may’st b^ 
My executioner, and art only fit 
Tor such employment; but ne’er liopc to have 
'Fhe least grace from me. I will never see thee, 
Hut as the sbariie of men : so, with my curses 
Of horror to tby conscience in this life. 

And pains in bell hereafter, 1 spit at tlice; 

And, making haste to make my peace with lieaxon. 
I' j lnat thee as my hangman. 
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PARTING SCENE OF LEOSTHENES^ A YOUNG NOBLE¬ 
MAN OF SYRACUSE, AND CLEORAy DAUGHTER TO 
THE PR^'l'OR OF THE CITY. 

FROM THE BONDMAN. 

Least, We are alone; 

Hut how 1 should begin, or in what language 
Speak the unwilling word of parting from you, 

I uin yet to learn. 

Cleo. And still continue ignorant; 

For 1 must he most cruel to myself. 

If 1 should teach you. 

Least. Yet it must be spoken. 

Or you will chide my slackness. You have fired me 
With the heat of noble action to deserve you; 

And the least spark of honour that took life 
From your sweet breath, still fanned by it and 
cherish’d, 

Must mount up in a glorious flame, or I 
Am much unworthy. 

Cleo. May it yet burn here, 

And, as a seamark, serve to guide true lovers, 
Toss’d on the ocean of luxurious wishes, 

Safe from the rocks of lust, into the harbouL 
Of pure affection ! rising up an example ^ 
Which aftertimes shall witness to our glory, 

First took from us beginning. 

Least. ’Tis a happiness 
My duty to my country, and mine honour 
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Cannot consent to; besides, add to these, 
it was your pleasure, fortified by persuasion. 

And strength of reason, for the general good, 
That I should go. 

Clco, Alas ! 1 then was witty 
To plead against myself; and mine eye, fix’d 
Upon tilt' hill of honour, ne’er descended 
To look into the vale of certain dangers. 

Through which you were to cut your passage to it. 

Leost, riJ stay at home, then. 

Cleo. No, that must nut be ; 

For so, to serve ray own ends, and to gain 
A petty wreath myself, I rob you of 
A certain triumph, which must fall upon you. 

Or Virtue’s turn'd a handmaid to blind Fortune. 
How is my soul divided! to confirm you 
In the opinion of the world, most worthy 
To be beloved, (with me you’re at the height. 

And can advance no further,) 1 must send you 
To court the goddess of stern war, who, if 
She see you with my eyes, will ne’er return you. 
But grow enamour’d of you. 

Least. Sweet, take comfort! 

/j'lngvhat I otter you, you must vouchsafe me, 

Of wretched : All the dangers that 
A:'jencounter in the war, are trifles; 

■'iV-'memies abroad to be contemn’d; 

dreadful foes, that have the power to hurt me, 

1 leave at home with you. 

Cleo, With me? 
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Lcosi. Nay, in you. 

In every part about you, they arc arniM 
To fight against me. 

Cico, Wlicrc ? 

Iicost, There’s no perfection 
That you are mistress of, but musters up 
A legion against me, and all sworn 
To my destruction. 

Clco. This is strange ! 

Least, But true, sweet; 

Excess of love can work such miracles ! 

Upon this ivory forehead arc intrench’d 
Ten thousand rivals, and these suns command 
Supplies from all the world, on pain to forfeit 
Their comfortable beams ; these ruby lips, 

A rich exchequer to assure their pay; 

This hand, Sibylla's golden bough to guard them 
Through hell, and horror, to the Bl^siaii .springs; 
Which wlio’ll not venture for? and, siiould 1 name 
Such as the virtues of your mind in vile ^ 

Their numbers would be infinite. 

C/co, Can you think 
I may be tempted ? 

Least, You were never proved, 
f or me, I have conversed with you no furthi. ’ 

Than would become a brother. I ne’er tune?', ’» 
Loose notes to your chaste cars 3 or brougin 
presents 

I'or my artillery, to batter down 

The fortress of your honour; nor cndcavourM 
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Fo make your blood run high nt solemn feasts 
With viands that provoke; the speeding philtres : 

I work’d no bawds to tempt 3’0ii; never practised 
The cunning and corrupting arts they stud}'^ 

That wander in the wild maze of*desire; 

Honest simplicity and truth were all 
The agents I employ’d; and when I came 
To see 3'ou, it was w itli that reverence 
As I beheld the altars of the gods: 

And Love, that came along with me, was taught 
To leave his arrows and liis torch behind, 
Quench’d in my fear to give offence. 

Clfo. And *t\vas 

That modesty that took me and preserves mo. 

Like a fresh rose, in mine own natural sweetness; 
W'hich, sullied with the touch of impure hands, 
Loses both scent and beauty. 

Lcost, But, Cleora, 

When I am iibscnt, as I must go from 3'ou, 

(Such is the cruclt3" of 013^ fate,) and leave 3^ou, 
Unguarded, to the violent assaults 
Of loose temptations; when the memory 
Of my so many years of love and service 
O lngf jjj other objects; when you arc courted 
as keep a catalogue of their conquests, 
d ■ * upon credulous virgins; when nor father 
1 ''fere to owe you, brother to advise 3'ou, 
jNor your poor servant by, to keep such off. 

By lust instructed how to undermine. 

And blow your chastity up; when your weak senses. 
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At once assaulted, shall conspire ai^ainst you. 

And play the traitors to your soul, your virtue; 
How cun you stand ? ’haith, though you fall, and I 
'i'lic judge, bci’ore whom you then stood accused, 

I should acquit you. 

CIco, VVill you then confirm 
That love and jealous}^, though of different natures, 
Must of necessity be twins ; the younger 
Created only to defeat the elder. 

And spoil him of his birthright? Tis not well. 

But beiiig to part, I will not cliide, I will not; 

IVor Mifh one syllable or tear, express 
How deeply I am w^oiinded with the arrows 
Of 3/our distrust: but when that you shall hear, 

At 3M)ur return, how I have borne myself, 

And what an austere penance J take on me, 

To satisfy your doubts; when, like a vestal, 

1 shew you, to your shame, the fire still burning, 
Committed to my charge by true affertion, 

The people joining with you in the wonder; 

When, by the glorious splendour of my sulferings, 
The prying eyes of jealousy are struck blind, 

The monster too that feeds on fears, e’en starved 
For want of seeming matter to accuse me; 

ICxpect, Leosihenes, a sharp reproof 
From my just anger. 

Leost, What ivill you do? 

Cleo. Obey me. 

Or from this minute you are a stranger to me; 

And do’t without reply. All-seeing sun. 
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'rhoii witness of my innocence, tlius I close 
Mine eyes against tliy comfortable light, 

’Till the return of this distrustful nian ! 

Now hind them sure;—nay, do’t: [//<? hinds ha 
/■yr.v.] If, uncompellM, 

1 loose this knot, until the hands that made it 
13e pleased to untie it, may consuming plagues 
Fall heavy on me! pray you giiitlc me to your lip*. 
This kiss, when you come back, shall be a virgin 
To bid you welcome; nay, I have not done yet: 

I will continue dumb, and, you once gone, 

No accent sliall come from me. Now to my chamber. 
My tomb, if you miscarry: there I’ll spend 
My hours in silem: mourning, and tlius much 
Shall he reported of me to my glory. 

And you confess it, whether 1 live or die. 

My chastity triumphs o’er your jealousy. 


piSANDKii i>i':rLAiijvr; jiis passion foiicleora, in 

THE INSLllRKrTION OF TfllO SLAVJSS OF SYRACl^Sh.. 

FROM TIIK SAMi:. 

PiSANDEii, speaking, at the door, to the 

t 

O f vv f Insii rgents. 

t\ ' Hsandcr, Hi; that advances 
"I '/ioot beyond thi-^, comes upon my sword: 
jfou have had your ways, disturb not mine. 

Timandra. Speak gently. 

Her fears may kill her else. 
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Pisan, Now Love inspire me! 

Still shall this canopy of envious night 
Obscure my suns of comfort ? and those dainties 
Of purest white and red, which I take in at 
My greedy eyes^ denied my famish’d senses ?— 
The organs of your hearing yet are open ; 

And you infringe no vow, though you vouchsafe 
To give them warrant to convey unto 
Your understanding parts, the story of 
A tortured and despairing lover, whom 
Not fortune but affection marks your slave:— 
Shake not, best lady! for belicve’t, you arc 
As far from danger as I am from force: 

All violence I shall offer, tends no further 
Than to relate my sufferings, wdiicli I dare not 
Presume to do, till, by some gracious sign, 

You shew you arc pleased to hear me. 

Timand. If you arc, 

Hold forth 3 rour right hand. 

[Clcora holds forth hr right hand. 
Pisan, So, 'tis done ; and I 
With my glad lips seal humbly on your foot. 

My soul’s thanks for tlic favour: I forbear 
To tell you who I am, what wealth, what honr 

14 

I made exchange of, to become your servant. 

And, though I knew worthy Leosthenes 
(For sure he must be worth}', for whose love 
You htlvc endured so much) to be my rival; 

When rage and jealousy counselled me to kill Iiim, 
W'hich then I could have done with much more tabc, 



PHILIP MASSINGfiU. 


•1Q7 


Than now, in fear to grieve you, I dare speak it. 
Love, seconded witli duty, boldly told me 
The man I hated, fair Cleora favour’d: 

And that was his protection. [Cleora bows. 

Timunil. See, she bows 
Her head in sign of thankfulness. 

Pisan, He removed by 
The occasion of the war, (my fires increasing 
By being closed and stopp’d up,) frantic aftection 
Prompted me to do something in his absence. 

That might deliver you into my power. 

Which you see is efiected ; and, even now. 

When my rebellious passions chide my dulness. 
And tell mo Iiow much I abuse rnv fortunes, 

Now it is in my power to bear you hence, 

[('Uora slot /*. 

Or take my wishes here, (nay, fear not, madam. 
True love’s a servant, brutish lust a tyrant,) 

1 dare not touch those viands that ne’er taste well, 
But when they’re freely offer’d: only thus much. 
Be pleased I may speak in my own dear cause, 

And think it worthy 5'our consideration, 

(1 have loved truly, cannot say deserved, 
j 'liige duty must not take the name of merit,) 

w/I so far prize your content, before 
A ■ >olcssings that my hope can fashion to me, 

■p^;.it willi'.egly I entertain despair, 

’.Tiid, for your sake, embrace it: for I know, 

'f his opportunity lost, by no endeavour 
The like can be recover’d. To conclude, 
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Forget not that I lose myself to save you: 

For what can I expect but death and torture. 

The war being ended ? and, whut is a task 
Would trouble Hercules to undertake, 

I do deny you to myself, to give you, 

A pure unspotted present, to my rival. 

I have said: If it distaste not, best of virgins, 
Reward my temperance with some lawful favour, 
Though you contemn my person. 

{Cleora kneelsj then pulls off her fflove, and 
offers her hand to Pisatuier, 

Timand. See, she kneels ; 

And seems to call upon the gods to pay 
The debt she owes your virtue : to perform which. 
As a sure pledge of friendship, she vouchsafes you 
Her fair right hand. 

Pisan, 1 am paid for all my sufferings. 

Now, when you please,pass to your private chamber; 
My love and duty, faithful guards, shall keep you 
From all disturbance; and wJieii you ai c sated 
With thinking of Leoslhcnes, as a fee 
Due to my service, spare one sigh for me. 


riSANDER HOLDING A PARLEY WITH THE CIIIE^ 

SYRACUSE, AT THE HEAD OF THE INSURGENT 

h 

FROM THE SAME. 

Pisan, Briefly thus, then, 

Since I must speak for all; your tyranny 



PHILIP MASSINGER. 2^9 

Drew us from our obedience. Happy those times 
\Vhen lords were styled fathers of families, 

And not imperious masters! when tlic}’ number’d 
Their servants almost equal with their sons. 

Or one degree beneath them! when their labours 
Were cherish’d and rewarded, and a period 
Set to their sufferings; when they did not press 
Their duties or their wills beyond the power 
And strength of their perfonnauce! all things order’d 
With such decorum as wise lawmakers. 

From each well-governM private house derived 
The perfect model of a commonwealth. 

Humanity then lodged in the hearts of men, 

And thankful masters carefully provided 
I'or creatures wanting reason, 'fhe noble horse, 
’riiat, in his fiery youth, from his wide nostrils 
Neigh’d courage to his rider, and brake through 
droves of opposed pikes, bearing his lord 
fciafe to triumphant victory; old or wounded, 

W’as set at liberty, and freed from service. 

The Athenian mules, that from the quarry drew 
Marble, hew’d for the temples of the gods, 

The great work ended, were dismiss’d, and fed 
j'fubhe public cost; nay, faithful dogs have found 
sepulchres; but man, to man more cruel, 
i\ :- >nints no end to the sufferings of his slave ; 

'|\qce pride stepp’d in and riot, and o’erturn’d 
'v-iiis goodly frame of concord, teaching masters 
To glory in the abuse of such as arc 
Brought under their command; who, grown unuseful. 
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Are less esteem’d than beasts.—This you have prac 
tiscd, 

Practised on us with rigour; this hath forced us 
To shake our heavy yokes off; and, if redress 
Of these just grievances be not granted us, 

We’ll right ourselves, and by strong hand defend 
W hat we are now possess’d of. 


LKOSTIlENE^’s UETURN TO CLKORA. 

FROM THE SAME. 

Timnndra (the attendant of Cleora), You are wel 
come, sir. 

Lcost. 'i'llou giv’st it in a heavy tone. 

Timand, Alas! sir, 

VVe have so long fed on the bread of sorrow. 
Drinking the bitter water of afflictions. 

Made loathsome too by our continued fears. 
Comfort’s a stranger to us. 

Least. Tears ! your sufferings 
For which I am so overgone with grief, 

1 dare not ask, without compassionate tear.*!, 

'fhe villain’s name that robb’d tliet* of thy honour 
For being train’d up in chastity’s cold school. 

And taught by such a mistress as Cieora, ' 
’Twcrc impious in me to think Timandra 
Fell with her own consent. 

Timand, How mean you, fell, sir ? 

1 understand you not. 

J^eost. 1 w ould thou did’st not. 



PHILIP MASSINGER. 


2;i 

Or that I could not read upon thy face, 

In blushing characters^ the story of 
Libidinous rape: confess it, for you stand not 
Accountable for a sin, against whose strength 
Your o’erniatch’d innocence could nialve no resist¬ 
ance ; 

Under which odds, I know', Cleora fell too. 
Heaven’s help in vain invoked ; the amazed miii 
H iding his face behind a mask of clouds. 

Not daring to look on it! In her sufferings 
All sorrow’s comprehended: what Timaiulra, 

Or the city, has endured, lier loss consider’d, 
Deserves not to be named. 

Timand. Pray you, do not bring, sir, 

In the chimeras of your jealous fears. 

New monsters to affright us. 

Least, O, Timandra, 

That I had faith enough but to believe thee ' 

1 should receive it Avith a jo}*^ beyond 
Assurance of* hlysian shades hereafter. 

Or all the blessings, in this life, a mother 
Could wdsh her children crown’d with;—but I mll^l 
not 

impossibilities ; yet I strive 
’’^f whose knowledge is a curse, 

■ jiguorance a blessing. Come, discover 
p^.jt kind of look he had that forced thy lady, 

: ^Ay ravishcr I will enquire at leisure,) 

That w'hen, hereafter, I behold a stranger 
But iicm him in aspect, I may conclude, 
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Though men and angels should proclaim him honest. 
He is a hclKbred villain. 

Timand. You are unworthy 
To know she is preserved, preserved untainted: 
Sorrow, but ill bestow’d, hath only made 
A rape upon her comforts in your absence. 

C'ome forth, dear madam. \JLeads in Ckura. 

Least. IJa! ^Kneels, 

Timand. Nay, she deserves 
The bending of your heart; that, to content you, 
lias kept a vow, the breach of which a vestal, 

I hough the infringing it had call’d upon her 
A living funeral, must of force have shrunk at. 

No danger could compel her to dispense with 
Her cruel penance, though hot lust came arm’d 
'I'o seize upon her; when one look or accent 
Might have redeem’d her. 

Least. Might! O do not shew me 
A beam of comfort, and straight take it from me. 
'rhe means by which she was freed ? spi ak, O speak 
quickly; 

Each minute of delay’s an age of torment; 

O speak, Timandra. 

Timand, Free her from her oath ; 

Herself can best deliver it. 

Least. O blest office ! [Unbinds 

Never did galley-slave shake off his chains, 

Or look’d on his redemption from the oar. 

With such true feeling of delight, as now 
I find myself possess’d of.—Now 1 behold 



PHILIP MASSINGKH. 


273 


True light indeed; fur, since tliese fairest stars, 
Cover’d with clouds of your determinate will, 
Denied their influence to my optic sense. 

The splendour of the sun appear’d to me 
But as some little glimpse of his bright beams 
Convey’d into a dungeon, to remember 
The dark inhabitants there, how much they wanted. 
Open these Ipng-shut lips, and strike mine ears 
With music more harmonious than the spheres 
Yield in their heavenly motions: and if ever 
A true submission for a crime acknowledged. 

May find a gracious hearing, teach your tongue. 

In the first sneet articulate sounds it utters. 

To sign m3' wish’d-fbr pardon. 

CVfo. 1 forgive you. 

Least. How greedily I receive this! Sta\, hr>i 
lady. 

And let me by degrees ascend the height 
Of human happiness ! all at once deliver’d. 

The torrent of my joys will overwhelm me 
So now a little more; and pray excuse me. 

If, like a wanton epicure, 1 desire 

The pleasant taste these cates of comfort yiehi 


jlne 


me. 


‘ not too soon be swallow’d. Have \'ou nor, 

ir unspotted truth I do conjure }'Ou 
p,,„iswer trul}', suffer’d in your honour, 

.'j ^ jrce, I mean, for in 3'our will I free you, 

Since I lefi Syracusa ^ 

Cleo. I restore 


VOL. n. 
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This kiss, so liclp me goodness! which I borrow’d, 
When I last saw you. 

Least. Miracle of virtue! 

One pause more, I beseech you; I am like 
A man whose vital spirits consumed and wasted 
With a long and tedious fever, unto whom 
Too much of a strong cordial, at once taken. 
Brings death, and not restores him. Yet I cannot 
Fix here; but must enquire the man to whom 
I stand indebted for a benefit, 

Which to requite at full, though in this hand 
I grasp all sceptres the world’s empire bows to. 
Would leave me a poor bankrupt. Name him, lad\ 
If of a mean estate, I’ll gladly part with 
My utmost fortunes to him; but if noble. 

In thankful duty study how to serve him; 

Or if of higher rank, erect him altars. 

And as a god adore him. 

Cteo, If that goodness, 

And noble temperance, the queen ot virtues. 
Bridling rebellious passions, to whose sway 
Such as have conquer’d nations have lived slaves, 
Did ever wing great minds to fly to heaven. 

He, that preserved mine honour, may hope be’ ' ^ 
To fill a seat among the gods, and shake ofl* 

Our frail corruption. 

Least, Forward. 

Cleo, Or if ever 

The Powers above did mask in human shape: 

To teach mortality, not by cold precepts 
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Forgot as soon as told, but by examples, 

To imitate tlieir pureness, and draw near 
To their celestial natures, I believe 
He’s more than man. 

Least. You do describe a wonder. 

C/co. ^V'hich will increase, when you shall under¬ 
stand 
He was a lover. 

Least. Not yours, lady? 

Clco. Yes; 

Loved me, Leosthenes: nay more, so doated, 

(If e’er affections scorning gross desires 

May without wrong be styled so,) that he diirsf mx 

With an inimodest syllable or look', 

III fear it might take from me, whom he made 
The object of his better part, discover 
I was the saint lie sued to. 

Least. A rare temper ! 

C/co. I cannot sjieak it to the worth : al! praise 
I can bestow upon it will appear 
Envious detraction. Not to rack you furlher. 

Yet make the miracle full, though, of all men, 

He hated you, Leosthenes, as his rival; 

8 o higli yet he pri/.ed my content, that, knowing 

If were a man I favour’d, he disdainM not, 

- .st himself, to serve you. 

You conceal still 
'1 lie ow ner of these excellencies. 

Cieo. ^Tis Marullo, 

My lather’s bondman. 

i j 
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Least, Ha, ha, ha! 

Cleo. Why do you laugh ? 

Least, To hear the labouring mountain of your 
praise 

Deliver’d of a mouse. 

('Iro. The man deserves not 
This scorn, I can assure you. 

Least. Do you call 
What was his duty, merit ? 

Cleo, Yes, and place it 
As high in my esteem, as all the honours 
Descended from your ancestors, or the glory. 
Which you may call your own, got in this action, 

In which, I must confess, you have done nobly; 
And I could add, as I desired, but that 
I fear ’twould make you proud. 

Least. Why, lady, can you 
Be won to give allowance, that your slave 
Should dare to love you ? 

Cleo, The immortal gods 
Accept the meanest altars, that arc raised 
By pure devotions; and sometimes prefer 
An ounce of frankincense, honey or milk, 

Before whole hecatombs, or Sabscan gums, 

Offer’d in ostentation.—Are you sick 
Of your old disease ? I’ll fit you. [/Isf- 

Least. You seem moved. 

Cleo. Zealous, I grant, in the defence of virtue. 
Why, good Leosthenes, though I endured 
A penance for your sake, above example: 
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I have not so far sold myself, I take it. 

To be at your devotion, but 1 may 
Cherish desert in others, where 1 find it. 

How would you tyrannize, if you stood possess’d of 
That wliich is only yours in expectation, 

That now prescribe such hard conditions to me ^ 
Least. One kiss, and I am silenced. 

Clco. I vouchsafe it; • 

Yet, I must tell you ’tis a favour that 
Marullo, when I was his, not mine own, 

Durst not presume to ask: no; when the city 
Bow’d humbly to licentious rapes and lust. 

And when 1 was, of men and gods forsaken, 
DcliverM to his power, he did not press me 
To grace him with one look or syllable. 

Or urged the dispensation of an oath 
.Made for your satisfaction:—the poor wretch 
Having related only Ids own sufierings. 

And kiss’d my hand, which 1 could not deny him. 
Defending me from others, never since 
Solicited my favours. 

• Pray you, end; 

The story does not please me. 

Cleo. Well, take heed 

^^f doubts and fears;—for know, Leosthenes, 
t\ greater injury cannot be offer’d 
To innocent chastity, than unjust suspicion. 

1 love Marullo’s fair mind, not his person ; 

Let that secure you. And I here command you, 

If I have any power in you, to stand 
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Hetwcen him and all punishment, and oppose 
His temperance to his folly; if you fail’- - — 

No more; I will not threaten. 

FROM TIIK BONDMAN. 

Act V. Sci’Nii lit.— The Court of Justice. 

Enter Timolkon, Arciiidamus, Clkora, and 

Officers. 

TimoL ’Tis wondcrous strange! nor can it fall 
within 

The reacJi of my belief, a slave should be 
The owner of a temperance which this age 
Can hardly parallel in freeborn lords, 

Or kings proud of their purple. 

Archid, ’Tis most true; 

And, though at first it did appear a fable, 

All circumstances meet to give it credit; 

Which works so on me, that 1 am compellM 
To be a suitor, not to be denied, 

He may have equal hearing. 

Clco. iSir, you graced me 
With the title of your mistress; but my fortune 
Is so liir distant from command, that I 
Lay by the power you gave me, and plead humbly 
For the preserver of my fame and honour. 

And pray you, sir, in charity believe. 

That, since I had ability of speech. 

My tongue has been so much inured to truth, 

1 know not how to lie. 

Timol. I’ll rather doubt 
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The oracles of the gods, than question what 
Your innocence delivers ; and, as fi\r 
As justice and mine honour can give way. 

He shall have favour. Bring him in unbound: 

[ Krcuit t Officers. 

And tliough Leosthencs may challenge from me. 

For his late worthy service, credit to 

All things he can allege in his own cause, 

Marullo, so, 1 think, you call his name, 

Shell find I do reserve one ear for liiin. 

Enter Cleon, Asotus, Diphilus, OLVMriA, and 

ContscA. 

To let in mercy. Sit, and take your places; 

The right of this fair virgin first determined, 

Your bondmen shall be censured. 

Cleon. Witli all rigour, 

We do expect. 

Coris, TemperM, I say, with mercy. 

Enter at one doory Leosthenes and Timagoras ; at 
the other. Officers tvith Pisander andua. 

TimoL Your hand, Leosthencs : I cannot doubt. 
You, that have been victorious in the war. 

Should, in a combat fought with words, come off 
But with assured triumph. 

Leost. My deserts, sir, 

If, without arrogance, I may style them such, 

Arm me from doubi and fear. 

Timol 'Tis nobly spoken. 
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Nor be thou daunted (howsoe’er thy fortune 
Has mark’d thee out a slave) to speak thy merits: 
For virtue, though in rags, may challenge more 
Than vice, set oft* with all the trim of greatness. 

Pijfan. I had rather fall under so just a judge, 
Than be acquitted b}" a man corrupt 
And partial in his censure. 

Arc/lid, Note his language ; 

It relishes of better breeding than 
His present state dares promise. 

Timol, I observe il. 

Place the fair lady in the midst, tliat both, 
Looking with covetous €‘yes upon the prize 
They are to plead for, may, from the fair object, 
Teach Hermes eloquence. 

Least. Ami falloi so low ? 
iVly birth, iny honour, and, what’s dearest to me, 
My love, and witness of my love, my service, 

So undervalued, that 1 must contend 
With one, wliere my excess of glory must 
Make his o’erthrow a conquest ? Shall my fulness 
Supply defects in such a thing, that never 
Knew any thing but want and emptiness, 

Give him a name, and keep it such, from this 
Unequal competition } If my pride. 

Or any bold assurance of my worth. 

Has pluck’d this mountain of disgrace upon me, 

1 am justly punish’d, and submit; but if 
I have been modest, and esteem'd myself 
More injured in the tribute of the praise. 
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Which no desert of mine, prized by self-love. 

Ever exacted, may this cause and minute 
For ever be forgotten. I dwell Jong 
Upon mine anger, and now turn to you, 

Ungrateful fair one; and, since you are such, 

'Tis lawful for me to proclaim myself. 

And what I have deserved. 

Cleo. Neglect and scorn 
From me, for this proud vaunt. 

Ij€ost. You nourish, lady. 

Your own dishonour in this harsh reply, 

And almost prove what sonic hold of your sox ; 

You are all made up of passion : for if reason, 

(3r judgment could find entertainment with you. 

Or that you would distinguish of the objects 
You look on, in a true glass, not seduced 
By tlie false light of your too violent will, 

I should not need to plead for that which you 
With joy should oiler. Is my high birth a blemish 
Or does my wealth, which all the vain expense 
Of women cannot waste, breed loathing in you, 
The honours I can call mine own thoughts, scandal- ^ 
Am 1 deform’d, or, for my father’s sins, 

Alulcted by nature ? If you interpret these 
As crimes, 'tis fit I should yield up myself 
Most miserably guilty. But, perhaps, 

(Which yet 1 would not credit,) you liave seen 
This gallant pitch the bar, or bear a burthen 
Would crack the shoulders of a w^eaker bondman ; 
i )r any other boisterous exercise, 
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Assuring a strong back to satisfy 
Your loose desires, insatiate as the grave. 

C/co. You are foul-mouth’d. 

Archid. IlJ-manncr’d too. 

Least. 1 speak 

In the way of supposition, and entreat you, 

With all the fervour of a constant lover, 

That you would free 5'ourself from these aspersions 
Or any imputation )>lack-tongued slander 
Could throw on your unspotted virgin whiteness: 
To which there is no easier way, than hy 
Vouchsafing him your favour; him, to whom 
Next to the general, and the gods and fautors, 

The country owes her safety. 

Timafr, Are you stupid ? 

’Slight, leap into his arms, and there ask pardon— 
Oh! you expect your slave’s reply; no doubt 
We shall have a fine oration; I will teach 
My spaniel to howl in sweeter language, 

And keep a better method. 

Archid, You forget 
The dignity of the place. 

Diph, Silence! 

Tmol, [To Pisander.^ Speak boldly. 

Pisan. ’Tis your authority gives me u tongue, 

1 should be dumb else; and I am secure, 

1 cannot clothe my thoughts, and just defence, 

In such an abject phrase, but ’twdll appear 
Equal, if not above my low condition. 

I need no bombast language, stolen from such 
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As make nobility from prodigious terms 
The liearers understand not; I bring with me 
No wealth to boast of, neither can I number 
Uncertain fortune’s favours with my merits; 

I dare not force affection, or presume 
To censure her discretion, that looks on me 
As a weak man, ami not her faiicy*s idol. 

How J have loved, and how much I have sufierM, 
And with what pleasure undergone the burthen 
Of my ambitious hopes, (in aiming at 
The glad possession of a happiness. 

The abstract of all goodness in mankind 
Can at no part deserve,) with my confession 
Of mine own wants, is all that can plead for me. 
15 ut if that pure desires, not blended with 
Foul thoughts, tliat, like a river, keeps his course. 
Retaining stiU the clearness of the spring 
From whence it took beginning, may be thought 
Worthy acceptance; then I dare rise up. 

And tell this gay man to his teeth, I never 
Durst doubt her constancy, that, like a rock, 
Beats od' temptations, as that mocks the fury 
Of the proud weaves 3 nor, from my jealous fears. 
Question that goodness to w'hich, as an altar 
Of all perfection, he that truly loved 
Sliould rather bring a sacrifice of service, 

Than raze it with the engines of suspicion : 

Of which, when he can wash an iEthiop white, 
Lcosthenes may hope to free himself; 

But, till then, never. 
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Timng. Bold^ presumptuous villain ! 

Pisan, 1 will go further, and make good upon him, 
1 ’ the pride of all his honours, birth, and fortunes, 
He’s more unworthy than myself. 

Least. Thou liest. 

Timag, Confute him with a whip, and, the doubt 
decided, 

Punish him with a halter. 

Pisan. O the gods ! 

My ribs, though made of brass, cannot contain 
My heart, swollen big with rage. The lie!—a 
whip!— 

Let fury then disperse these clouds, in which 
1 long have march’d disguised! [Throws <)ff'his dis¬ 
guise,'] that, when they know 
Whom they have injured, they may faint with 
horror 

Of my revenge, which, wretched men, expect. 

As sure as fate, to suftbr. 

Least, Ha! Pisandcr I 
Timag, 'Tis the bold Theban! 

Asot. There^s no hope for me then : 

I thought 1 should have put in for a share. 

And born Cleora from them both; but now 
This stranger looks so terrible, that 1 dare not 
So much as look on her. 

Pisan. Now as myself, 

Thy equal at thy best, Lcosthenes. 

Poi- you, Timagoras, praise heaven you were horn 
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Cleora’s brother, *tis your safest armour. 

But I lose time.—The base lie cast upon me, 

I thus return : Thou art a perjured man. 

False, and perfidious, and hast made a tender 
Of love and service to this lady, when 
Thy soul, if thou hast any, can boar witness, 

That thou were not thine own : for proof of this, 
Look better on this virgin, and consider. 

This Persian shape laid by, and she appearing 
In a Greekish dress, such as when first you saw her. 
If she resemble not PisandePs sister, 

One call'd Statilia? 

Least, ’Tis the same! my guilt 
So chokes niy spirits, I cannot deny 
My fal v^chood, nor excuse it. 

Visan, This is she, 

To whom fliou wert contracted: this the lady, 
That, when thou wert my prisoner, fairly taken 
In the Spartan war, that begg’d thy liberty, 

And wu’th it gave herself to thee, ungrateful! 

Statil, No more, sir, I entreat you: I perceive 
"I'rue sorrow' in his looks, and a consent 
To make me reparation in mine honour ; 

And then I am most happy. 

P/.s’flw. The wrong done her 
Drew me from Thebes, with a full intent to kill 
thee: 

But this fair object met me in my fury. 

And quite dUarm’d me. Being denied to have her. 
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By you, my lord Arcliidamus, and not able 
To live far from her; love, the mistress of 
All quaint devices, prompted me to treat 
With a friend of mine, who, as a pirate, sold me 
For a slave to you, my lord, and gave my sister 
As a present to Cleora. 

Timol. Strange meanders! 

Pisan, There how 1 bare myself, needs no rela¬ 
tion ; 

But, if so far descending from the height 
Of my then flourishing fortunes, to the lowest 
Condition of a man, to have means only 
To feed my eye with the sight of what 1 honoured ; 
'fhe dangers too 1 underwent, the suflerings: 

'fhe clearness of my interest, may deserve 
A noble recompense in your lawful favour; 

Now ’tis apparent that Leosthencs 

Can claim no interest in you, you may please 

To think upon my service. 

C/f'o. Sir, my want 
Of pow'cr to satisfy so great a debt, 

Afakes me accuse my fortune; but if that, 

Out of the bounty of your mind, you think 
A free surrender of myself full paynjcnl, 

1 gladly tender it. 
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IHOM TlfK GREAT DI KE OF tLOREACI.. 

t-IOVANNJ, NKPIIKW IX) TlIK DTKK OK KI.OIMAf K, 
TAKINX; LKAVKOK I.IDIA, IIIK DAIT.imOl OK M 
n J rOI{ Cl IA KOMON'I'K. 

C/iarornunti'; Ctmlannoy I he tlitkt ’i 5i« ntin'ii ; ('mu'avni . 

itml l.iil/it. 

('har. This acknowlcdgiiu'nt 

Euler Lidia. 

Hinds me your debtor ever.—Here romes one 
Jn whose sad looks you easily may reail 
What her heart suilers, in that she is forcejl 
To take her last leave of you. 

EohL As I live, 

A beauty without parallel ! 

Lid. Must you go, then, 

So suddenly ? 

Giov. There’s no evasion, Lidia, 

To gain the least delay, though J would biiv ii 
At any rate, (rreatness, v^ ith private mem 
Esteem’d a blessing, is to me a curse ; 

And we, whom, for our high births, they conclude 
'J'hc only freemen, arc the only slaves. 

Happy the golden mean ! had I been born 
In a poor sordid cottage, not nurs’d up 
With expectation to command a court, 

^ might, like such of your condition, sweetest, 

Have ta’en a safe and middle course, and not, 

As I am now, against my choice, coiupell’d 
Or to hi. groveling on the earth, or raised 
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So high upon the pinnacles of state, 

That I must either keep my height with danger, 
Or fall with certain ruin. 

Udn Your own goodness 
Will be your faithful guard. 

Giov, O, Lidia. 

Cont. So passionate I 

Giov. For, had 1 been your equal, 

1 might have seen and liked with mine own eyes, 
And not, as now, with others; I might still. 

And without observation, or envy, 

As I have done, continued my delights 
With you, that are alone, in my esteem. 

The abstract of society: we might walk 
I n solitary groves, or in choice gardens 3 
iTom the variety of curious flowers 
Contemplate nature’s workmanship, and wonders 
And then, for change, near to the murmur of 
Some bubbling fountain, 1 might hear you sing. 
And, from the well-tuned accents of your longue 
In my imagination conceive 
With what melodious harmony a choir 
Of angels sing above their Maker’s praises. 

And then with chaste discourse, as we return’d, 
Imp feathers to the broken wings of limo :— 

And all this I must part from. 

Cont. You forget 
The haste upon us. 

Giiyo. One word more, 
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Alul then I conn?. And after this, when, \\iih 
Continued innocence of love and serxice, 

I had «^ro\vn ripe i’or hymeneal joys. 

Embracing ynii, ])nt with a lawful Hanie, 

I might have hecni your husband. 
hid. Sir, I was, 

And ever am, your serxant ; but it was. 

And ’tis, far from me in a thougbt to cherish 
Such sauc) liopes. If I liad been the heir 
Of all tlu* globes and sc('ptres mankind bows to. 

At my best a'()u Inid deserved me: as I am, 
Howe’er iinworthy, in my virtrin /.eal 
I wish yon. as a partm*r of yonr bed, 

A jirinci ss I'cjual to yon ; sindi a one 
'rhat max make it the study of lu'r life, 

\\'ith all the oliedience of a wil’e, to pleo.sr \()ii 
May >oii havt‘ happy issue, and I live 
'fo be llii'ir bmnlilest handmaid ! 

iiiow I am dumb, 

And <!an make no reply. 

Cuni, ^"our exeellence 
Will be benighted. 

ii\m\ 'fliis kiss, bathed in h ars 
May learn you wlnt I <>Iiould >av 


Vci, ;l 
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PROAI THE FATAL DOWRY*. 

ACT II. 5CEME I. 

E7ttcr PoNTALiER, INIalotin, am/ Beaumont 

Mai. ’Tis strange. 

Beau. Methinks so, 

Po7it, In a man but young. 

Yet old in judgment; tlieorick and practick 
In all humanity, and, to increase the wonder, 
Ueligious, yet a soldier; that he sliould 
Yield liis free-living youth a captive for 
The freedom of his aged fatlier's corpse. 

And rather choose to want life’s necessaries. 
Liberty, hope of fortune, than it should 
In death be kept from Christian ceremony. 

MaJ. Come, 'tis a golden precedent in a son, 
To let strong nature have the better hand. 

In such a case, of all affected reason. 

What years sit on tliis Charalois ? 

Beau. Twenty-eight: 

For since the clock did strike him seventeen old. 
Under his father’s wing this son hath fought, 
IScrved and commanded, and so aptly botli, 

That sometimes he appear’d his fatlicr’s father. 
And never less than’s son; the old man’s virtues 
So recent in him, as the world may swear. 

Nought but a fair tree could such fair fruit bear. 

’ -Ml. GilVorcl, hi Ills editioii ol’Massinger, iias tlouiils tli.i 
ji was wriuen by Field, 
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Vont. But wlicrcforc lets he such a barbarous law, 
And men more barbarous to execute it, 

Prevail on his sofY disposition, 

'i'hat he had rather die alive lor debt 
Of the old man, in prison, than they should 
Ilob him of sepulture ; considering 
Tiiese nionii's borrow’d bought the lenders peace. 
And all the means they enjoy, nor were ditliused 
Jn any impious or licentious path ? 

Ptctti'. 'J'ruc! for rny part, were it my father’^ 
trunlv, 

The tyrannous ram-heads with their horns should 
gore it. 

Or cast it to their curs, than they less currish. 

Ere prey on me so with their lion-hiw, 

Beiitg in my free will, as in his, to shun it. 

J^ont. Ala>! he knows himself in poverty losf 
I'or in this ])artial avaricious age 
YVhat price bears honour? virtue ? long ago 
It was but praised, arnl freczed; but now-a-days 
'Tis colder far, and has nor Jove nor praise: 

The very praise now freczeth too; for nature 
Did make the heathen far more C'iiristian then, 
Than knowledge us, less heathenish, Christian 
Mai. I'll is morning is the funeral ? 

Pont. Certainlv, 

And from this prison,—’tway tlic son’s re(|ue<t. 

That his dear father might interment have, 

See, the young son enter’d a lively grave! 

Hcau. They come :—observe their order, 

(■ i 
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Solemn Music* Eniei' the Funeral Procession. 
The Cfyffin borne by four^ j)rcced€d by a Priest. 
CaptainSf Lieulcnants, Ensigns^ and Soldiers; 
Mournersy Sciitchconsy S^c* and very good order, 
UoMONT and il\\i\ViK\.m%y follo\ncdby the Gaolers 
and Officers, with Creditors, mccl it. 

Charnl. I Tow like a silent stream shaded witli 
night, 

And gliiling softly with our windy sighs, 

Moves tlie whole frame of this solemnity ! 

Tears, sighs, and blaeks filling the simile; 

Whilst 1, the only imiriniir in this grove 
Of deaths thus hollowly break forth. Vouchsafe 

ITo the Hearer is. 

To stay awhile.—Host, rest in peace, dear earth ! 
Thou that brought’st rest to their unthankful lives. 
Whose cruelty denied thee rest in death ! 

Here stands thy poor executor, thy s<in, 

That makes his life prisoner to bail Ihj^ death ; 

Who gladlicr puts on this captivity. 

Than virgins, long in love, their wedding weeds. 

Of all that ever thou hast done good to, 

These only have good memories; for they 
llcmember best forget not gratitude. 

I thank you for this last and friendly love : 

[To the Soldiers. 

And though this country, like a viperous mother. 

Not only hath oat up ungratefully 

All means of thee, her son, but last, thyself. 
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Leaving thy heir so hare ami iiuligent, 

He cannot raise tlice a poor monument, 

Sucli as a tlatterer or a usurer hath ; 

Tliy worth, in c\orv honest breast, builds one, 
Making tlieir iViendly hearts thy runeral stone. 
Pout. Sir. 

('hanil. I’eaeo! (), peace! this scene is wholly 
mine. 

What! ueep ye, soldiers? blanch not.—Uomont 
neeps.- 

Ha! lei me see! my miracle is eased, 

The gaolers and the creditors do weep; 

Lven tliey that make u^j weej), do ueep themselves. 
Be these thy body’s balm I these and thy virtue 
Keep thy lame ever odorilerous, 

Whik'jt the great, proud, rich, undeserving man, 
Alive stinks iik his vices, and, being vanish’d, 

The golden calf, that was an idol deck’d 
With marble pillars, jet, and porphyry, 

Shull quickly, both in bone and name, consume, 
Though wrapt in lead, spice, searcloth, and j)er- 
1‘ume! 

* * * K- * * * 

On. 

Charul. One moment more, 

But to bestow a lew poor legacies, 

All I have left in my dead lather’s rights, 

And I have done. Captain, wear thou tliese spurs, 
'I'hat vet ne’er made his horse run from a foe. 

ft/ 

Lieutenant, thou this scurf; and may it tie 
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Thy valour and thy honesty together! 

For so it did in him. Ensign, this cuirass^ 

Your generid’s necklace once. You, gentle bearers. 
Divide tli is purse of gold ; this other, .strew 

Among the poor; 'tis all I have, lloinont- 

Wear thou this medal of liimself-that, like 

A hearty oak, grew’st close tt) this tall pine. 

Even in the wildest wilderness of war, 

Whereon foes broke their swords, and tired them¬ 
selves : 

Wounded and hack’d ye were, but never fell’d. 

For me, my portion provide in Iicaven !- 

My root is earth’d, and I, a desolate branch. 

Left scatter’d in the highway of the world, 

Trod under foot, that might have been a < olumn 
Mainly supporting our demolish’d house. 

This ^ would 1 wear as my inheritance- 

And what hope can arise to me from it. 

When I and it arc both here prisoners' 


’ Ili^j liUlid’o ijwind 
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I 

^>ucKI.l^(., who iiives levity its j^ayost expression, 
was the son of tlic comptroller of the househoUl 
to Cluirles I. Langhaiiie tells us that he spoke Latin 
at live years of age; hut with what correctness or 
fluency we are not informed. Ilis versatile mind 
certainly acquired many accomplishments, and filled 
a short life with many pursuits, for he was a tra¬ 
veller, a soldier, a lyric and dramatic poet, and a 
musician. After ser\ ing a campaign under (Justavus 
Adolphus, hi' letiirned to Kngland, was lavoured hy 
Charles 1. and wrote some pieces, which were ex¬ 
hibited for the amusement of the court with suni))- 
tuous splendour. When the civil wars broke out he 
expended 12(X)/. on the equipment of a regiment for 
the king, w hich was distinguished liow'evci* only hy 
its finery and cowardice. A brother poet crowned 
his disgrace with a ludicrous song. 'J’hc event is 
said to lia\c affected him deeply with shame; hut 
he did not live long to experience that most incura¬ 
ble of the heart’s disca&cs. Having learnt that his 
servant had robbed him, he dreiv on his hoots in 
great haste ; a rusty nail, that was concealed in one 
of them, pierced his lieel| and produced a mortitica- 
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tion, uf whicli lie diocl. Ills poems, his tive plays, 
together witli his letters, spceciies, and tracts, have 
been collected into one volume. 


SOXi. 

Why so pale and wan, fond lover? 

Pr’ythee why so pale ? 

Will, when looking well can't move her, 
Looking ill prevail ? 

I'r’ythee wJiy so pale ? 

Why so dull and mute, young sinner ? 

Pr’ythee why so mute ? 

Will, when speaking well can’t \Nin her. 
Saying nothing do’t ? 

Pr’ythee why so mute ? 


Quil, quit for siiame ! tin’s will n«;' move. 
This cannot take her; 

If of herself she will not love, 

Nothing can make her :— 

The devil take her. 


A BALLAD UPON A WKDDINO 

liLL thcc, Dick, where 1 have been, 
VV’here I the rarest things have seen: 

Oh things without compare! 
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Such sights again cannot be fuuiul 
In any place on English ground. 

Be it at wake, or lair. 

At C'haring-Cros.s, hard by tlie way 
Where we (thou know *st) ilo sell our hay, 
’I'here is a house with stairs : 

And there did 1 see coming down 
Such folks as arc not in our town, 

Vorty at least, in pairs. 

Amongst the re^t, «»ne pest’lent line, 

(Ilis beard no bigger though than thine) 
WalkM on bef«)re the ri st: 

Our landlord looks like Jiothing t'> him : 

'rile king (God Idcss him) ’twou’d undo him, 
vShou’tl he go still so dresL. 

* 

At C'ourse-a-park, without all doubt, 
lie should have first been taken out 

By all the maids i* th’ town: 
Though lusty Itoger iIktc had been. 

Or littk' (ieorge upon the green. 

Or X'incent of the crown. 

But wot 3 on what ? the youth was going 
J'o make an end of all his wooing ; 

The parson for him .staid: 

Vet by his leave, for all his haste. 

Fie did not so niiich w'ish all past 

(Perchance) as did tlu' maid. 
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The maid—and thereby hangs a talc— 
For such a maid no Whitson ale 

Could ever yet produce: 

No grape tliaCs kindly ripe could he 
So round, so plump, so soit as she. 

Nor half so full of juice. 

Her finger was so small, tlie ring 
Wou’d not stay on which they did bring, 
It was too wide a [jcck: 

And to say truth (for out it must) 

It look’d like the great collar (just) 

About our young colt’s neck. 

Her feet beneath her petticoat. 

Like little mice stole in and out. 

As if they fear’d the light: 
But oh ! she dances such a way ! 

No sun upon an Easter day 

Is half so fine a sight. 

He wou’d have kiss’d her once or twice, 
But she wou’d not, she was so nice. 

She wou’d not do’t in sight; 
And then she look’d as who shou’d say 
1 will do what 1 list to day; 

And you shall do’t at night. 

1 Icr cheeks so rare a white was on. 

No daisy makes comparison, 

(Who sees them is undone) 
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For streaks of reel were niinjrlcd there, 

^»ucli as arc on a Kathoriia; pear. 

The side that’s next the sun. 

Her lips were red, and one was thin, 

Compar’d to that was next her chin, 

Some bee had stung it newly. 

But (Dick) her eyes so guard her face, 

I durst no more upon them gaze. 

Than on the sun in July. 

Her mouth so small, when she docs speak, 
ThoiiMst swear her teeth her words diti break, 
That they iiiigiit pas>age get; 

But she so handled still the matter. 

They came as good as ours, or better. 

And arc not spent a whit. 

If wishing shouM be any sin, 

'J'iic j)arson himself had guilty bccFi, 

»She look’d that day so purely: 

And did the youth so oft the* feat 
At night, as some did in conceit. 

It would have spoifd him, ,siircl}\ 

J^ission o*mc ! how I run on! 

There’s that that wou’d be thought upon, 

I trow 5 besides the bride. 

J'he bus’iicss o*' the kitchen’s great, 

Foi it is lit that men should cat; 

Nor uas it there dcn\ M. 
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Just in the nick the cook knock’d thrice. 
And all the waiters in a trice 

Hi s suinnions did obey ; 

Each servin^-nian with dish in liand, 

March’d boldly up, like our train’d band, 
Presented and awav. 

w 

When all the meat was on the table, 

What man of knife, or teeth, w'as able 
To stay to be entreated ; 

And this the very reason was^ 

Hefore tlie parson could say grace. 

The company was seated. 

Now hats fly ottj and youths carouse; 

Healths first go round, and then the house, 

The bride’s came thick and thick j 
And when ’tw^as nam’d another’s health. 
Perhaps ho made it iier’s by stealth. 

And who could help it, Dick ? 

O’ til’ sudden up they rise and dance; 

Then sit again, and sigh and glance : 

Then dance again and kis>. 

Thus scv’ral ways the time did pass, 

Wliilst ev’ry woman wish’d lier place. 

And ev’ry man wish’d liis. 

Ey this time all were stol’ii aside 
To counsel and undress the bride; 

But that he must not know : 
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But yet *t\vas thought he guest ht'r niiiul, 
And did not mean to st.ay behind 
Above an hour or so. 

When in lie came (Dick) tliorc slie lay 
Like iieu'-larn snow melting away, 

’Twas time, I trow, to pari. 
Kisses were now the only stay. 

Which soon she gave, as who wouM say. 
Good h’ye, with all my heart. 

But just as hcav’ns woii’d have to ero^s if. 

In came the hridemaids with the posset . 

The hridegrooin eat in spii(‘ ; 

I'or had he lelt the women lo’t 
It wou’tl have cost two hours to do’t. 

Which were too m\icli that nli^hi. 

A A f ^ 



SIDNEY GODOLPHIN. 

BOHN ICJO.—DlJiD lG42. 


Sidney GoDOLPrriN, who is highly praised by Lord 
Clarendon, was the brother of the treasurer Godol- 
])hin. He fiourislied and perished in the civil wars. 


I IJE FOLLOWING LINES ARE FOUND IN MS. IN 
31R. MAI^NE’s COLIJ5CTION. 

'Tls affection but dissembled, 

Or dissembled liberty, 

"I’o jiretend tliy passion changed 
Witli changes of thy mistress* eye, 
rollowing her inconstancy. 

IIopc^:, which do from favour flourish, 

IVfay perhaps as soon expire 
As the cause which did them nourish. 

And, disdain’d, they may retire; 

But love is another fire. 

For if beauty cause thy passion, 

Tf a fair resistless eye 
Melt thee with its soft expression, 

Tlien thy hopes will never die. 

Nor be cured by cruelty. 
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’Tis not scorn that can remove thee, 

For tliou either wilt not see 
Such lov’d beauty not to love thee. 

Or will else eonsent that she 
Judijc not as she ought of thee. 

Thus tliou either canst not sever 
Hope troin what appears so fair. 

Or, unhappier, thou canst never 
Find contentment in despair. 

Nor make love a trifling car(’. 

There arc seen hut few retiring 
JSteps in all the paths of love, 

Made hy such who in asjnring 

Meeting scorn their hopes remove ; 

Yet ev’n these ne’er change their love. 


W ILLIAM ( ARl WURilll r. 

BORV 1611 .—DIED 1043. 


Wir.i .lAM Cartwright was the son of an inn¬ 
keeper at Cirencester, who had been reduced to 
that situation hy spending a good estate, lie was 
a king’s scholar at Westminster, and took orders at 
Oxford, where he became, says Wood, “a most florid 
and seiapldc preacher.’’ Ih’shop Duppu, his intiniutr 
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friend, appointed him succentor of the church of 
Salisbury in 1642. In the same year he was one of 
the council of war, or delegacy, appointed by the 
Cfnivcrsity of Oxford, for providing troops sent by 
the king to protect, or as the opposite party alleged, 
to overawe the universities. His zeal in this service 
occasioned his being imprisoned by the pariinmen> 
tary forces on their arrival; but he was speedily 
released on bail. Early in the year l643 ho was 
appointed junior proctor of his university, and also 
reader in metaphysics. 'I'lie latter office wo may 
well suppose him to have filled with ability, as, ac¬ 
cording to Lloyd’s account, he studied at the rate 
of sixteen hours a day : but he survived his appoint¬ 
ment to it for a very short time, being carried off by 
a malignant fever, called the canip-discasc, which 
was then epidemical at Oxford. Cartwright died in 
his ihirty-second year; but he lived long enough to 
earn the distinguishing praise of Bco .lonson, who 
used to say of him, “ ATy son, Cartwright, writer 
all like a man.” 


lovk’s harts. 

Where is that learned wretch that knows 
What are those darts the veil’d god tJjrows r 
O fet him tell me ere 1 die 
When ’twas he saw or heard them fly; 

Whether the sparrow’s plumes, or dove’s. 
Wing them for various loves ; 
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And whether gold, or lead» 

Quicken, or dull the head: 

1 will anoint and keep them warm. 

And make the weapons heal the harm. 

Fond that I am to ask ! whoeVr 
Did yet see thought ? or silence hear ? 
Safe from the search of human eye 
These arrows (as their w^ays are) fly : 
The flights of angels part 
Not air with so much art; 

And snows on streams, we may 
Say, louder fall than they. 

So hopeless I mu.st now endure. 

And neither know the shaft nor cure. 

A sudden lire of blushes shed 
To dye white paths with hasty red; 

A glance’s lightning swiftly thrown, 

Or from a true or seeming frown ; 

A subtle taking smile 
From passion, or from guile ; 

The spirit, life, and grace 
Of motion, limbs, and face ; 

These misconceit entitles darts. 

And tears the bleedings of our hearts. 

But as the feathers in the wing 
Unblemished are, and no wounds bring, 
And harmless twigs no bloodshed know, 
Till art doth fit them for the bow; 


VOL. li. 
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So lights of flowing graces 
Sparkling in several places, 

Only adorn the parts. 

Till that wc make them darts ; 
Themselves are only twigs and quills: 
We give them shape, and force for ills. 

Beauty’s our grief, but in the ore, 

We mint, and stamp, and then adore; 
Like heatlien we the image crown. 

And indiscreetly then fall down : 

Those graces all were meant 
Our joy, not diseonteni ; 

But with untaught dcs.rcs 
We turn those Kglits to fire/: 

Thus Nature’s healing herbs we take. 
And out of cures do poisons make. 


ON TIIK DKATIl OK SIR HE'’»L SRBNVU.! K 

Not to be wrought by malice, gain, or pride. 
To a compliance with the thriving side*, 

Not to take arms for love of change, or spite. 
But only to maintain afflicted right; 

Not to die vainly in pursuit of fame, 

Ververscl}’' seeking after voice and ' ame ; 

Is to resolve, fight, die, as martyrs do. 

And thus did he, soldier and martyr too. 
****** * 

When now th’ incensed legions proudly came 
Down like a torrent without bank or dam: 
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When undcservM success urg’d on their force; 
That thunder must come down to stop their course, 
Or (irenville must step in ; then (irenvilJe stood, 
And with himself oppos’d, and check'd the flood. 
Conquest or death was all his tliought. So fire 
Eitlier o’ercomes, or doth itself expire : 

His courage work’d lihe flames, cast heat about, 
Here, there, on this, on tiuil side, none gave out} 
Not any pike in that renowned stand, 
lUit took new force from his inspiring Iiand: 

Soldier encourag’d soldier, ni;in urg’d man. 

And he urg’d all; so much example can ; 

Hurt iqxiu hurt, wound upon ivound did call. 

He was ll:e hut*', the mark, Mu* aim of all: 

His soul this wlnle retir'd from crll to cell, 

A' hist llew lo' Irom all, aiu. then he fell, 
lint the devoU'd stand (‘uratfed more 

i 

I'rom tha* liis late, i)ly’d hotter I him before, 

And proud to liill witii him, sworn luA to yichl, 
Each sought an Iniuoiir’d grave, so gain’d the field. 
Thus he being fall’n, his action fl.ught anew: 

And the dead conquer’d, whiles tlu* living slew. 

This was not nature’s courage, not that thing 
Vfe valour call, which time and rraison hiiog; 

Hut a diviner fury, fierce and hi?;h, 

V'aloLir transported into ecstacy, 

Which angels, looking on us from above, 

L'feC to convey into the souls tiny love. 

You no'’v that boast the spirit, and its sway, 

Shew us ids second, and wc’ll give the day; 

X 2 
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We know your politic axiom^ lurk, or fly; 

Ye cannot conquer, ’cause you dare not die: 

And though you thank God that you lost none 
there, 

’Cause they were such who liv'd not when they 
were; 

Yet your great general (who doth rise and fall, 

As his successes do, whom you dare call, 

As fame unto you doth reports dispense, 

Either a-or his excellence) 

Howe’er he reigns now by unheard-of laws, 

Could wish his fate together with his cause. 

And thou (blest soul) whose clear compacted 
fame. 

As amber bodies keeps, preserves thy name. 

Whose life affords what doth content both eyes, 
Glory for people, substance for the wise. 

Go laden up with spoils, possess that scat 
To which the valiant, when thcy’vt done, retreat: 
And when thou secst an happy period sent 
To these distractions, and the storm quite spent, 
Look down and say, 1 have niy share in all, 

Much good grew from my life, much from my full. 


A VALKnicrioN. 

Bid me not go where neither suns nor show’rs 
Do make or cherish flowers; 

Where discontented things in sadness lie. 

And nature grieves as J. 
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When I am parted from those eyes. 

From which my better day doth rise, 

Though some propitious power 
Should plant me in a bower. 

Where amongst happy lovers I might see 
How sho\\*rs and sunbeams bring 
Oue everlasting spring. 

Nor would those fall, nor these shine forth to me; 
Nature herself to him is lost, 

Who losoth her he honours most. 

Then, fairest, to my parting view display 
Your graces all in one full day; 

Whose blessed shapes I'll snatch and keep till when 
I do return and view again: 

So by this art fancy shall fortune cross, 

And lovers live b}' thinking on their loss. 


(iEORGi: SANDYS. 


«ORN 1577 *—DIED lf>43. 


Gkorge Sandys, to whose translations Pope de¬ 
clared that English poetry owed much of its beauty, 
was the youngest son of the Archbishop of York. 
After leaving the university, he set out upon an ex¬ 
tensive tour, comprehending Greece, Egypt, and 
the Holy Land, which is described in his well known 
and well written book of travels. After his return 
to England he published a translation of the Meta- 



310 


GJIORGK SANJ>YS. 


rnorphoscs of Ovid, and a Paraphrase of the Psalms 
of David. He translated also the Christus Patiens 
of Grotius. Few incidents of his life are recorded. 
For the most part of his latter days he lived with 
Sir Francis Wenraan, of Caswell, near Witney, in 
Oxfordshire, a situation near to Burford, the retire^ 
ment of his intimate friend Lucius Lord Falkland, 
who has addressed several poems to him. 


PAllAI’llllANK UPON TUB 1»SAL1V1S OF DAVID. 

PSALM LXVIII. 

Lkt God, the God of battle, rise. 

And scatter his proud enemies: 

O let them flee before his face, 

Like smoke which drivin*^ tempests chase; 
As wax dissolves with scorching fire. 

So perish in his burning ire. 

But let the just with joy abound; 

Jn joyful songs his praise resound, 

W'ho, I'idiug on the rolling spheres, 

'J'he name of great Jehovah bears. 

Before his face your joys express, 

A father to the fatherless; 

He wipes the tears from widow’s e3^cs. 

The single plants in families; 

Enlarging those who late were bound. 

While rebels starve on thirsty ground. 

When he our numerous army led. 

And march'd through deserts full of dread, 
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Heav*ii melted, and carlli's centre shook, 
With his majestic presence struck. 

When Israel's God in clouds came down, 
High Sinni bow'd liis trembling crown ; 

He, in th* approach of meagre dearth. 

With show'rs refresird the fainting earth. 
Where his own flocks in safety fed, 

The needy unto plent}^ led. 

By him we conquer.—Virgins sing 
Our victories, and timbrels ring : 

He kings with their vast armies foils, 

While women share their wealthy spoils. 

When he the king.s had overthrown. 

Our land like snowy Salmon shone. 

God's mountain Bashan's mount transcends, 
Though he liis many heads extends. 

Why boast ye so, yc meaner hills ? 

God with his glory Zion fills. 

This his beloved residence. 

Nor ever will depart from hence. 

His chariots twenty thousand were, 

Which myriads of angels bear, 

He in the midst, as when he crown’d 
High Sinai’s sanctified ground. 

Lord, thou hast rais’d thyself on high. 

And captive led captivity. 
******* 

O praised be the God of Gods, 

Who with his daily blessings loads; 
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The God of our salvation, 

On whom our hopes depend alone; 

The controverse of life and death 
Is arbitrated by his breath. 

Thus spoke Jehovah : Jacob’s seed 
I will from Bashan bring again. 

And through the bottom of the main. 

That dogs may lap their enemies* blood, 

And they wade through a crimson flood. 

We, in thy sanctuary late. 

My God, niy King, beheld thy state; 

The sacred singers march'd before, 

Who instruments of music bore. 

In order follow’d—every maid 
Upon her pleasant timbrel play’d. 

Ilis praise in your assemblies sing, 

You who from Israel’s fountain spring. 

Nor little Benjamin alone. 

But Judah, from his mountain>thronc; 

The far-removed Zebulon, 

And Napthali, that borders on 
Old Jordan, where his stream dilates, 

Join’d all their powers and potentates. 

For us his winged soldiers fought; 

Lord, strengthen what thy hand hath wrought! 
He that supports a diadem 
To thee, divine Jerusalem! 

Shall in devotion treasure bring. 

To build the temple of his King. 
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It ***** * 

Far off from sun-burnt Meroe, 

From falling Nilus, from the sea 
Which beats on the Eg3'jitian sliore, 

Shall princes come, and here adore. 

Ye kingdoms through the world renow'n'd, 
Sing to the Lord, his praise resound; 

He who heaven’s upper heaven bestrides, 
And on her aged shoulders rides; 

Whose voice the clouds asunder rends. 

In thunder terrible descends. 

O praise his strength, whose majesty 
In Israel shines—his power on high! 

He from his sanctuary throws 
A trembling horror on his foes. 

While us his power and strength invest; 

O Israel, praise the ever-blest! 


Ai\Oi\\ MOUS. 

TllEOXFOllll UIDDLBON THK PURITANS. 
IROM A SINGLE SHEET PKINTKO AT OXFORD IN 1G43 

There dwells a people on the earth, 

That reckons true allegiance treason, 

That makes sad war a holy mirth. 

Calls madness zeal, and nonsense reason; 
That finds no freedom but in slavery, 

That makes lies truth, religion knavery. 
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That rob and cheat with yea and nay: 
Riddle me, riddle me, who are they ? 

They hate the flesh, yet kiss t^leir dames, 
That make kings great by curbing crowns. 
That quench the fire by kindling flames. 

That settle peace by plund’ring towns. 

That govern with implicit votes. 

That ’stablish truth by cutting throats. 

That kiss their master and betray; 

Riddle me, riddle me, who are they ? 

That make Heaven speak by their commission 
That stop God's peace and boast his power, 
That teach bold blasphemy and sedition, 

And pray high treason by the hour. 

That damn all saints but such as they are, 
That wish all common, except prayer. 

That idolize Pym, Brooks, and Say: 

Riddle me, riddle me, who are they ? 

That to enrich the commonwealth. 

Transport large gold to foreign parts; 

That house't in Amsterdam by stealth. 

Yet lord it here within our gates; 

That are staid men, yet only stay 
For a light night to run away; 

That borrow to lend, and rob to pay; 

Riddle me, riddle me, who are they ? 



FRANCIS QUARLES. 

BORN 1 . 5 () 2 .- OIKO 1644 . 


Xiiis voluminous saint was bred at Cambridge and 
Lincoln's-inn, and was appointed cup-bcarer to 
Elizal)et]), Electress of Bohemia, after quitting 
whose service he went to Treland, and was secretary 
to Archbisliop Usher, On the breaking out of the 
rebellion in that kingdom lie was a considerable 
sufferer, aiul w^as obliged to f\y, for safety, to Eng¬ 
land. He liad already been pensioned by Charles, 
and made clironologer to the city of London; but 
in the general ruin of the royal cause his property 
was confiscated, and his books and manuscripts, 
which he valued more, were plundered. This reverse 
of fortune is supposed to have accelerated his death. 

The charitable criticism of the present age ha« 
done justice to Quarles, in contrasting his merit." 
with his acknowledged deformities. That his perfect 
specimens of the bathos should liave been laughed 
at in the age of Pope, is not surprising ^ Ilis Em- 

’ Of liU aljsurdily one exiimple may sutHce from his Emblems, 

Man is a tennis-court, his flesh ihe wall. 

The gamesters God and Satan,— the hcart’^ the ball j 

The higher and the lower hazards arc 

Too bold presumption and too base despair: 

The rackets which our restless balls make rty, 

Adversity and sweet prosperii'v. 
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blems, whimsical as they are, have not the merit of 
originality, being imitated from Herman Hugo. A 
considerable resemblance to Young may be traced 
in the blended strength and extravagance, and ill- 
assorted wit and devotion of Quarles. Like Young, 
he wrote vigorous prose—witness his Enchiridion. 
In the parallel, however, it is due to the purity of 
Young to acknowledge, that he never was guilty of 
such indecency as that which disgraces the Argalus 
and Parthenia of our pious author. 


FAITH. 

The proudest pitch of that victorious spirit 
Was but to win the world, whereby t’ inlierit 
The airy purchase of a transitory 
And glozing title of an age’s glory 3 

Tlic angels keep tlic court, and mark the place 
Where the ball lulls, and chalk out every chaac. 
The line’s a civil life wc often cross. 

O’er which the ball, not flying, makes a loss. 
Detractors tire like standers-by, and bet 
With charitable men, our life’s the set. 

Lord, in these conflicts, in these fierce assaults. 
Laborious Satan makes a world of faults. 

Forgive them, Lord, although he ne’er implore 
For favour, they’ll be set upon our score. 

O take the ball before it come to the ground, 

For this base court has many a false rebou)i(i; 
Strike, and strike hard, and strike above the line, 
Strike where thou please, so as the set be thine. 
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Woiild'st thou by conquest win more fame than lie, 
Subdue thyself! thyself*s a world to thee. 

Earth's but a ball, that heaven hath quilted o’er 
With Wealth and Honour, handed on the floor 
Of fickle Eortune's false and slippery court, 

Sent for a toy, to make us children sport, 

Man’s satiate spirits with fresh delights supplying. 
To still the fondlings of the world from crying; 

And he, whose merit mounts to such a joy, 

(fains but the honour of a mighty toy. 

Hut woiild'st thou conquer, have thy conquest 
crown’d 

Hy hands of Sera])hims, triumph’d with the sound 
Of heaven's loud trumpet, w arbled hy the slirill 
Celestial choir, recorded w ith a quill 
Hluck'd from the pinion of an angel’s wing, 
(^’onfirm’d witli joy by heaven’s eternal king; 
(Conquer thyself, thy rebel thoughts repel. 

And chase those false aifections that rebel. 

Hath heaven despoil’d what his full hand hath given 
thee ? 

Nipp’d thy succeeding blossoms? or bereaven thee. 
Of thy dear latest hope, thy bosom friend ? 

Doth sad Despair deny these griefs an end ? 
Despair’s a whisp’ring rebel, that within thee. 

Bribes all thy field, and sets thyself again* thee: 
Make keen thy faith, and with thy force let flee. 

If thou not conquer him, he’ll conquer thee: 
Advance thy shield of Patience to thy head. 

And wdu n Grief strikes, ’twill strike the striker dead. 
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In adverse fortunes, be thou strong and stout, 

And bravely win thyself, heaven holds not out 
His bow for ever bent; the disposition 
Of noblest spirit dotli, by opposition. 

Exasperate the more: a gloomy night 
Whets on the morning to return more bright; 

Brave minds, oppress'd, should in despite of Fate, 
Look greatest, like the sun, in lowest state. 

But, ah! shall God thus strive with Hesh and blood ? 
Receives he glory from, or reaps he good 
In mortals’ ruin, that he leaves man so 
'J'o be overwhelm'd by this unequal foe ? 

May not a potter, that, from out the ground, 
Hath fram’d a vessel, search if it be sound ? 

Or if, by furbishing, he take more pain 
To make it fairer, shall the pot complain ? 

Mortal, thou art but clay; then shall not he, 

That fram’d thcc for his service, season thee? 

Man, close thy lips; be thou no undertaker 
Of God’s designs: dispute not wdth thy xMaker. 


KMliLEM 1. BOOK III. 
soul hath desired thee in the night.^ISAlAH xxvi fi 

Good God ! what horrid darkness doth surround 
My groping soul! how are my senses bound 
In utter shades; and muffled from the light. 
Lurk in the bosom of eternal night! 

The bold-fac'd lamp of heaven can set and rise, 
And with his morning glory fill the eyes 
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or gazing mortals; his victorious ray 

Can clmsc tiic shadows and restore the day: 

Night's bashful empress, iho* she often wane. 

As oft repents her darkness, primes again; 

And with her circling horns dotli rc-embrace 
Her brother’s wealtli, and orbs her silver face. 

]3ut, ah ! my sun, deep swallow’d in his fall, 

Ts set, and cannot shine, nor rise Rt all: 

My bankrupt >vain can beg nor borrow light; 

Alas! my darkness is perpetual night. 

Falls have their risiiigs; wanings have their primes, 
And de.sperate sorrows wait their better times: 
Ebbs have their Hoods; and autumns have tlieir 
springs ; 

All slate.^ ha\e changes, hurried with the swings 
Ol'chance and time, still riding to and Iro : 
Terrestrial bodies, and celestial too. 

Hou' often liave 1 vainl) grop’d about. 

With lengtluird arms, to hud a passage out, 

I’liat 1 might catch those beams mine eye desire.^. 
And bathe my soul in these celestial /ires ! 

Like as the haggard, cloister’d in her mew, 

To scour her downy robes, and to renew 
fler broken flags, preparing t* overlook 
The timorous mallard at the sliding brook. 

Jets oft from perch to perch ; Irom stock to ground. 
From ground to window, thus surveying round 
Her dove-befeathered prison, till at length 
Calling her noble birth to mind, and strength 
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Whereto her wing was born, her ragged beak 
Nips oft'her jangling jesses, strives to break 
Her jingling fetters, and begins to bate 
At every glimpse, and darts at every grate: 

E’en so my weary soul, that long has been 
An inmate in this tenement of sin. 

Lock'd up by cloud-browM error, which invites 
My cloister’d thoughts to feed on black delights. 
Now suns her shadows, and begins to dart 
Her wing’d desires at thee, that only art 
The sun she seeks, whose rising beams can fright 
These dusky clouds that make so dark a night: 
Shine forth, great glory, shine ; that 1 may see. 
Both how to loath myself, and honour thee: 

But if my weakness Ibrce thee to deny 
Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine eye! 

If 1 must want those beams 1 wish, yet grant 
That 1 at least may wish those beams 1 want. 


SONG. 

To tlic tune of—-Cuckolds all a-roiv. 

Know then, my brethren, heaven is clear. 
And all the clouds are gone; 

The righteous now shall flourish, and 
Good days arc coming on: 

Come then, my brethren, and be glad. 
And eke rejoice with me; 
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Lawn sleeves and rochets shall go down. 
And hey! then up go we! 

We’ll break the windows which the Whore 
Of Babylon hath painted^ 

And when the popish saints are down, 

Then Barrow shall be sainted. 

There’s neither cross nor crucifix 
Shall stand for men to see; 

Home’s trash and trumperies shall go down. 

And hey ! then up go we! 

■<•****** 

We’ll down with all the * Varsities, 

Where learning is protest, 

Because they practise and maintain 
The language of the beast. 

We’ll drive the doctors out of doors. 

And arts, wliate’er they be; 

We’ll cry both arts and learning down. 

And hey ! then up go we ! 

******* 

If once that Antichristian crew 
Be crush’d and overthrown. 

We’ll teach the nobles how to crouch, 

And keep the gentry down. 

Good manners have an U1 report. 

And turn to pride we see; 

We’ll therefore cry good manners down. 
And hey! then up go we ! 

VOL. IF. Y 
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The name of lord shall be abhorr’d, 

For every man's a brother; 

No reason why, in church or state, 

One man should rule another. 

But when the change of government 
Shall set our fingers free. 

We'll make the wanton sisters stoop, 

And hey! then up go we ! 

Our cobblers shall translate their souls 
From caves obscure and shady; 

We’ll make Tom T * * * as good as my lord. 
And Joan as good as my lady. 

We'll crush and fling the marriage ring 
Into the Roman see; 

We’ll ask no bands, but e’en clap hands. 

And hey! then up go we ! 


WILLIAM BROWN. 

BORN 1590.—DIED 1645. 


William Brown was the son of a gentleman of 
Tavistock, in Devonshire. He was educated at Ox¬ 
ford, and went from thence to the Inner Temple, but 
devoted himself chiefly to poetry. In his twenty- 
third year he published the first part of his Britan¬ 
nia’s Pastorals, prefaced by poetical eulogies, which 
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evince Jiis having been, at that early period of lifc^ 
the friend and favourite of Selden and Drayton* 
To these testimonies he afterwards added that of 
Ben Jonsun. In the following year he published the 
Shepherd’s Pipe, of which the fourth eclogue is often 
said to have been the precursor of Milton’s Lycidas. 
A single simile about a rose constitutes all the re¬ 
semblance! In I 0 'l 6 he published the second part 
of his Britannia’s Pastorals. His Masque of the 
Inner Temple was never printed till Dr. Farmer 
transcribed it from a MS. of the Bodleian library, 
for Thomas Davies’s edition of Brown’s works, more 
than 120 years after the author's death. 

He seems to have taken his leave of the Muses 
alTout the prime of his life, and returned to Oxford, 
in the capacity of tutor to Robert Dormer, Earl of 
Caernarvon, who i'ell in the battle of Newbury, l643< 
After leaving the university with that nobleman, he 
found a liberal patron in William, Earl of Pembroke, 
whose character, like that of Caernarvon, still lives 
among the warmly coloured and minutely touched 
portraits of Lord Clarendon. The poet lived in 
Lord Pembroke’s family; and, according to Wood, 
grew rich in his emplo3'^ment. But the particulars 
of his history are very imperfectly known, and his 
verses deal too little with the business of life to 
throw much light upon his circumstances. His 
poetry is not without beauty; but it is the beauty of 
mere landscape and allegory, without the manners 
and passions that constitute human interest. 

Y 2 
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SONG. 

Gentle nymphs, be not refusing, 

Love’s neglect is time’s abusing. 

They and beauty are but lent you; 
Take the one, and keep the other: 

Love keeps fresh what age doth smother. 
Beauty gone you will repent you. 

’Twill be said, when ye have proved. 
Never swains more truly loved : 

O, then fly all nice behaviour! 

Pity fain would (as her duty) 

Be attending still on Beauty, 

Let her not be out of favour. 


SONG. 

Shall I tell you whom I love 
Hearken then a while to me 
And if such a woman move 
As 1 now shall versify; 

Be assur’d, ’tis she, or none 
That I love, and love alone. 

Nature did her so much right, 
As she scorns the help of art. 
In as many virtues dight 

As e’er yet embrac’d a heart. 
ISo much good so truly try’d. 
Some for less were dcify’d. 
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Wit she hath, without desire 

To make known how much she hath; 

And her anger flames no higher 
Than may fitly sweeten wrath. 

Full of pity as may be, 

Though perhaps not so to me. 

Reason masters every sense. 

And her virtues grace her birth: 

Lovely as all excellence. 

Modest in her most of mirth: 

Likelihood enough to prove 

Only worth could kindle love. 

Such she is : and if you know 
Such a one as I have sung; 

Be she brown, or fair, or so. 

That she he but somewhile young ; 

Be assur'd, ’tis she or none 

That 1 love, and love alone. 


POWER OF GENIUS OVER ENVV. 

'Tis not the rancour of a cankerM heart 
fhat can debase the excellence of art. 

Nor great in titles makes our worth obey. 

Since we have lines far more esteem'd than they. 
For there is hidden in a poet’s name 
A spell that can command the wings of Fame, 
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And maugre all oblivion's hated birth 
Begin their immortality on earth. 

When he that ’gainst a muse with hate combines 
May raise his tomb in vain to reach our lines. 


ADOKESS HIS NATIVE SOIL. 

Hail thou, my native soil! thou blessed plot 
Whose equal all the world afFordeth not! 

Shew me who can ? so many crystal rills. 

Such sweet cloth’d vallics, or aspiring hills, 

Such wood-ground, pastures, quarries, wealthy 
mines, 

Such rocks in whom the diamond fairly shines: 
And if the earth can shew the like again, 

Yet will she fail in her sea-ruling men. 

Time never can produce men to o’ertake 
The fames of Grenville, Davies, Gilbert, Drake, 

Or worthy Hawkins, or of thousands more. 

That by their pow’r made the Devonian jhore 
Mock the proud Tagus; for whose richest spoil 
The boasting Spaniard left the Indian soil 
Bankrupt of store, knowing it would quit cost 
By winning this, though all the rest were lost. 


EVENING. 

As in an evening when the gentle air 
Breathes to the sullen night a soft repair, 

I oft have sat on Thames’ sweet bank to hear 
My friend with his sweet touch to charm mine car 
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When he hath play’d (as well he can) some strain 
That likes me, straight I ask the same again, 

And he as gladly granting, strikes it o’er 
With some sweet relish was forgot before: 

I would have been content if he would play. 

In that one strain to pass the night away; 

But fearing much to do his patience wrong. 
Unwillingly have ask'd some other song: 

So in this difF’ring key though I could well 
A many hours but as few minutes tell. 

Yet lest mine own delight might injure you 
(Though loth so soon) I take my song anew. 


FROM SONG V. OF BRITANNIA’S PASTORALS. 

bETWEEN two Tocks (immortal, without mother) ‘ 
That stand as if out-facing one another, 

There ran a creek up, intricate and blind, 

As if the waters hid them from the wind. 

Which never wash’d but at a higher tide 
The frizled cotes wdiich do the mountains hide. 
Where never gale w^as longer known to stay 
Than from the smooth wave it liad swept away 
The new divorced leaves, that from each side 
Left the thick boughs to dance out with the tide. 
At further end the creek, a stately wood 
Gave a kind shadow (to the brackish flood) 

’ This description coincides very strikingly i^ith the scenery 
of the Tamer, in Devonshire. Brown, who was a native ol t!,al 
county, must have studied it from nature.—£. 
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Made up of trees, not less ken’d by each skiff 
Than that sky-scaling peak of Teneriffe, 

Upon whose tops the heniL^hew bred her young, 
And hoary moss upon their branches hung; 

Whose rugged rinds sufficient were to show. 
Without their height, what time they ^gan to 
grow. 

And if dry eld by wrinkled skin appears. 

None could allot thorn less than Nestor’s years. 

As under their command the thronged creek 
Ran lessened up. 1 lerc did the shepherd seek 
VV^IiCre he his little boat might safely hide, 

Till it was fraught with what the w’orld beside 
Could not outvalue; nor give equal w'eight 
Though in the time when (1 recce w.as at her height. 

Yet that their Imppy voyage might not he 
Without time’s short’ner, hoav’n-taught melody 
(Music that lent feet to llic stable woods 
And ill iheir currents turn’d tlie mighty Hoods, 
Sorrow’s sweet nurse, yet keeping joy alive. 

Sad discontent’s must welcome corrosive, 

The soul of art, best lov’d when love is by. 

The kind inspirer of sweet poesy, 

Least thou shouldst wanting be, when swans would 
fain 

Have sung one song, and never sung again'} 

The gentle shepherd, hasting to the shore, 

Began this lay, and tim’d it with his oar. 
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Nevermore let holy Dee 
O’er other rivers brave. 

Or boast how (in his jollity) 

Kin^s rowM upon his wave. 

But silent be, and ever know 

That Neptune lor my fare would raw. 

^ * i * yi: ik ^ 

Swell then, gently swell, ye Hoods, 

As proud of w'liat ye bear, 

And nymphs tliat in low coral woot.'s 
String pearls upon your hair, 

Ascend; and tell it'ere tliis day 
A fairer prize was seen .it sea. 

See the .salmons leap and hound 
To please us as we pass. 

Each inermaid on the rocks around 
Lets fall her brittle ‘'lass. 

As they their beauties did (!espjV,e, 

And lov'd no mirror but your eyes. 

Blow, but gently blow, fair wind, 

From the forsaken shore, 

And be ns to the halcyon kind, 

Till we have ferry’d o’er: 

So majr’st thou still have leave to blow, 

And fan the way where she shall go. 



THOMAS JNAHBES. 

di>:d 1645 . 


This was an inferior dramatist in the time of 
Charles I. who, besides his plays, wrote a continua- 
tion of Knollos’s History of the Turks. He seems 
to have been secretary or domestic to some noble¬ 
man or prelate, at or near Worcester. He had 
a share in the poetical collection called Fancy's 
Theatre, with Tatham, Richard Bromc, and others. 


FROM MK’UOrOSMLK*, A MASQUE. 1G37. 

SONr. BY 1.0VK AND Till-: VlllTUKS TO rilYSANDER 

AND BELLAMMA, 

Welcome, welcome, hapjiy pair, 

To these abodes, where spicy air 
Breathes perfumes, and every sense 
Doth find his object's excellence; 

Where’s no heat, nor cold extreme. 

No winter’s ice, no summer’s scorching beam ; 
Where’s no sun, yet never night, 

Day always springing from eternal light. 

Chorus, All mortal sufferings laid aside. 
Here in endless bliss abide. 
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l^ovc* Welcome to Love, my ne\v-lov*d heir, 
Klysiuni's thine, ascend in}- chair: 

For following sensuality 
I thoiigiit to disinlicrit thee; 

But being now reform’d in life. 

And reunited to thy wife. 

Mine only daughter, fate allows 

That Love with stars sliould crown your brows. 

Join ye that were his guides to this. 

Thus I enthrone you both—now kiss ; 

Whilst you in endless measures move. 

Led on to endless joys by Love. 


TlIOVrAS IIKYWOOO. 


Thomas Hr. YWooD was the most prolific writer in 
the most fertile age of our drama. In the midst of 
his theatrical labours as an actor and poet, he com¬ 
posed a formidable list of prose works, and defended 
the stage against the puritans, in a work that is full 
of learning, t )ne of his projects was to write tlie lives 
of all poets that were ever distinguished, from the 
time of Homer downwards. Yet it has happened to 
the framer of this gigantic design to have no histo¬ 
rian so kind to his own memoiy as to record cither 
the period of his death, or the spot that covers InV 
remains. His merits entitled him to better remem 
hrancc. He composed indeed with a careless ra- 
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pidity, and seems to have thought as little of Horace’s 
precept of “ &(zpe stylum vertas** as of most of the 
injunctions in the Art of Poetry. But he possesses 
considerable power of interesting the affections, by 
placing his plain and familiar characters in affecting 
situations. The worst of him is, that his common¬ 
place sentiments and plain incidents fall not only 
beneath the ideal beauty of art, but are often more 
fatiguing than what we meet with in the ordinary 
and unselccted circumstances of life. When he has 
hit upon those occasions where the passions should 
obviously rise with accumulated expression, lie 
lingers on through the scene with a dull and level 
indifference. The term artlcssness may be applied 
to Heywood in two very opposite senses. His 
pathos is often artless in the better meaning of the 
word, because its objects are true to life, and their 
feelings naturally expressed. But he betrays still 
more frequently an artlessness, or, we should rather 
call it, a want of art, in deficiency of contrivance. His 
best performance is, “ A Woman killed with Kind¬ 
ness.” In that play the repentance of Mrs. Frank- 
ford, who dies of a broken heart, for her infidelity 
to a generous husband, would present a situation 
consummately moving, ifwbwcro left to conceive her 
death to be produced simpl}' b}^ grief. But the poet 
most unskilfully prepares us for her death, by her 
declaring her intention to starve herself; and mars, 
by the weakness, sin, and horror of suicide, an ex¬ 
ample of penitence that would otherwise he sublimciv 
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and teiklerly edifying. The scene of the death of 
Mrs. Frankford has been deservedly noticed for its 
pathos by an eminent foreign critic, Mr. Schlegel *, 
who also commends the superior force of its inexora* 
ble morality to the reconciling conclusion of Kotze¬ 
bue’s drama on a similar subject. The learned 
German perliups draws his inference too rigidly. 
Mrs. Frankford's crime was recent, and her repent¬ 
ance and death immediately follow it; but the guilt 
of the other tragic penitent, to whom Mr. S. alludc.% 
is more remote, and less heinous ; and to prescribe 
interminable limits, either in real or imaginary life, 
to the generosity of individual forgiveness, is to in¬ 
vest morality with terrors, which the frailty of man 
and the mercy of heaven do not justify. 


SCENE IN THE TRAOI-UY A WOMAN KILLED WITH KINDNEFh. 
f^RIKF OF FRANKFORT), AFFKR HISCOVKRING HIS 

wife’s in fidelity, and i>ismissing her. 
fj/i/cr CiiANWEL, Fhankfor]), flnrf Nicholas. 

Cran. Why do you search each room about your 
house, 

Now that you have dispatch’d your wife away? 

Fran. O sir, to see that nothing may be left 
That ever was my wife's: I lov’d Jier dearly, 

> Mr. Sclilogcl, liovrcver, is mistaken in ’i])eaking of him as zn- 
leriur to Shakspeare, evidently confounding him with an older 
poet oi the ii iuic. 
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Aud when I do but think of her unkindness, 

My thoughts are all in hell; to avoid which torment* 
I would not have a bodkin or a culF, 

A bracelet, necklace, or rebato wier; 

Nor any thing that ever was called her’s. 

Left me, by which I might remember her. 

Seek round about. 

ATic. * * * Master, here’s her lute flung in a 
corner. 

Fran, Her lute ? Oh God! upon this instrument 
Her fingers have ran quick division, 

Swifter than that which now divides our hearts. 
These frets have made me pleasant, that have now 
Frets of my heart-strings made. O master Cranwcl, 
Oft hatli she made this melancholy wood 
(Now mute and dumb for her disastrous chance) 
Speak sweetly many a note; sound many a strain 
To her own ravishing voice, which being well strung, 
What pleasant strange airs have they jointly rung ? 
Post with it after her ; now nothing’s left; 

Of her and her's I am at once bereft. 

Nicholas overtakes Mrs. Fuankford luith her lute, 
Nic, There. 

Anne, I know the lute; oft have 1 sung to thee: 
We both are out of tune, both out of time. 

Nic. My master commends him unto ye; there's 
all he can find that was ever yours: he hath nothing 
left that ever you could lay *claini to but his own 
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lieart, and he could not afford you that. All that I 
have to deliver you is this; he prays you to forget 
him, and so he bids you farewell. 

^nne, 1 thank.him; he is kind, and ever was. 

All you that have true feeling of niy grief, 

Tiiat know my loss, and have relenting hearts. 

Gird me about; and help me, with your tears. 

To w'ash my spotted sins: my lute sliull groan; 

It cannot weep, but shall lament my moan. 

FROM THE SAME. 

DKATH OK MRS. FUANKFORD. 

Persons.— Mr. Malbii, Mrs. AnneFranhJWti, Frankfordy Sir CharU t 
Moiinljord, Sir Francis Acton, 

Alai. How fare you, Mrs. I'rankford I 
Anne. Sick, sick, oh sick; Give me some air. 
1 pray 

Tell me, oli tell me, where’s Mr. Frankford ? 

Will he not deign to see me ere 1 die ? 

Mai. Yes, Mrs. Frankford : divers gentlemen 
Your loving neighbours, with that just request 
Have mov’d and told him of your wcjik e.state: 
Who, tho* with much ado to get belief. 

Examining of the general circumstance. 

Seeing your sorrow and your penitence, 

And hearing therewithal the great desire 
You have to see him ere you left the world. 

He gave to us his faith to follow us. 

And sure he will be here immediately. 

Anne. You have half reviv’d me with the pleu.sing 


news: 
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Raise me a little higher in my bed. 

Blush I not, brother Acton ? Blush I not, sir Charles? 

Can you not read my fault writ in my cheek ? 

Is not my crime there ? tell me, gentlemen. 

Cha7\ Alas! good mistress, sickness hath not left 
you 

Blood in your face enough to make you blush. 

Anne. Then sickness, like a friend, my fault would 
hide. 

Is my husband come ? My soul but tarries 

His arrival, then I am fit for heaven. 

Acton. I came to chide you, but my words of 
hate 

Arc turn'd to pity and compassionate grief. 

I came to rate you, but niy brawls, you see. 

Melt into tears, and 1 must weep by thee. 

Here’s Mr. Frankford now. 

Enter Frankford. 

Era7i. (lood-inorrow, brother; morrow, gentle¬ 
men ! 

God, that hath laid this cross upon our heads, 

Might (had he pleas’d) have made our cause oi 
meeting 

On a more fair and more contented ground: 

But he that made us, made us to this woe. 

Atme. And is he come? Methinks that voice I 
know. 

Fran. How do you, woman ? 

Anne. Well, Mr. Frankford, well; but shall be 
better. 
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I hope, within this hour. Will you voiichsafc 
(Out of your ‘•race aiul your Iiuniuuiry), 

To take a spotted strini'pet !\v tliv' hand ? 

I'ran, Tliis liaml oivje held niv heart in faster 
bonds 


Than now *tis strip’d by me. (ioJ pardon them 
That made us fust break hold! 

Anne, Amen, amen. 

Out of my zeal to heaven, wliitlicr I’m now boimd, 
I was so impudent to wisli you here; 

And once more be^ your pardon. Oh ! good man. 
And father to my children, pardon me. 

Pardon, O pardon me! my fault so heinous is. 

That if you in this world forgive it not. 

Heaven will not clear it in the world to come, 
haintness hath so usurp’d upon my knees, 
fhat kneel I cannot; Hut on my heart’s knees 
My prostrate soul lies thrown down at your feet 
To beg your gracious pardon: Pardon, O pardon 
me! 

I'ran, As freely from the low dc|)tli of my soul 
As my Redeemer hath for us given his death, 

I pardon thee; I will shed tears for thee; 

Pray with thee; and in mere pity^ of thy weak estate, 
j ^’11 wish to die with thee. 

All. So do we all. 

Acton. O, Mr. Frankford, all the near alliance 
1 lose by her, shall be supplied in thee; 

You are my brother by the nearest way. 

Her kindrcil hath fall’n ofti but yours doth stay. 

VOL. II. 
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Fran, Even as 1 hope for pardon at that day, 
Wlieii the great judge of heaven in scarlet sits, 

So be thou pardon’d. Tho’ thy rash offence 
Divorc'd our bodies, thy repentant tears 
Unite our souls. 

Char. Then comfort, mistress Frankford; 

You see your husband hath forgiven your fall; 
Then rouse your spirits, and cheer your fainting soul- 
Sus. How is it with you ? 

Acton. How d’ye feel yourself? 

Anne, Not of this world. 

Fran. I see you are not, and I weep to see it. 

My wife, the mother to my pretty babes; 

Both tliosc lost names 1 do restore thee back. 

And with this kiss 1 wed thee once again: 

Tho* thou art wounded in thy honour'd name. 

And with that grief upon thy death-bed liest, 
Honest in heart, upon my soul thou diest. 

Anne, Pardon’d on earth, soul, thou in heaven 
art free 

Once more ! thy wife dies thus embracing tliee. 

Acton. Peace with thee. Nan. Brothers and 
gentlemen, 

(All we that can plead interest in her grief) 

Bestow upon her body funeral tears. 

Brother, had you with tlireats and usage bad 
Pimish’d her sin, the grief of her oftcncc 
Had not with such true sorrow touch'd her heart. 
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SONG OF NYMPHS TO DIANA. 
rnoM TiiF r.oLDEN ai;k. 

Hail, beauteous TJinn, queen of sliailcs, 

'I’liat (bvells beneath tlie'^c* sliailowy "lades. 

Mistress of all these Iioautoous maids 

That are by her allowed; 

Virginity we all j)rofess, 

Abjure the worldly \iiiii excess. 

And will to Dian yield no less 

*/ 

Than we to her have vow'ed. 

The shepherds, satyrs, iiyiiqihs, and faw'iis. 
For thee ivill trip it o'er the laivris. 

Come, to the forest let us j^o, 

Aiul trip it like the barren doc, 

The fawns an<l sat) rs will <lo .so. 

And freely thus they may do. 

The fairies dance, and satyrs sing. 

And on (he grass tread many a ring. 

And to their caves their veil'son bring. 
And wc will do as they do. 

The shepherds, satyrs, ike. 

Our food is honey from the bees, 

And mellow fruits tliat drop from trees; 

In chase wc climb the Jn’gh degrees 
Of every steepy mountain ; 

And when the weary day is past 
We a.t the evening hie us fast, 

'/ 2 
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And after this our field repast, 

We drink the pleasant fountain. 

The shepherds, satyrs, &c. 

A WITLING SET Ul> BY A POEX’s LEGACY. 

FROM THE FAIR MAIU OF THE EXCHANGE. 

Cripple. Why, think'st thou that I cannot write a 
letter, 

Ditty, or sonnet, with judicial phrase, 

As pretty, pleasing, and pathetieal, 

As any Ovid-imitating dunce 
In all the town ? 

Frank. I think thou canst not. 

CHp. Yea, I’ll swear I cannot: 

Yet, sirrah, 1 could cony-catch the world, 

Make myself famous for a sudden wit. 

And be admir’d for my dexterity. 

Were I dispos’d. 

Frank. 1 prithee how ? 

Ci'ip. Why thus: there liv’d a poet in this town, 
(If we may term our modern writers poets), 
Sharp-witted, bitter-tongued, his pen of steel, 

His ink was temper’d with the biting juice, 

And extracts of the bitterest weeds that grew: 

He never wrote but when the elements 
Of fire and water tilted in his brain. 

This fellow, ready to give up his ghost 
To Luciae’s bosom, did bequeath to me 
His librar}’’, which was just nothing 
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Rut rolls and scrolls, and bundles of cast wit, 
Such as durst never visit Paul’s churchyard: 
Amongst them all I happen’d on .a (jiiiro 
Or two of paper fill’d with songs and ditties, 
And here and there a hungry epigram: 
These I reserve to niy own proper use, 

And, paternoster-like, have conn’d them all. 

I could now, when I am in company 
At alehouse, tavern, or aii ordinary, 

Upon a theme make an cxtemporal dittj", 

(Or one at least should seem cxtemporal), 
Out of th’ abundance of this legacy. 

That all would judge it, and report it too. 

To be the infant of a sudden wit; 

And then were 1 an admirable fellow. 


VVII.LlAlVl Dill iVlMOM). 

BORN 1585.— DIKD 1649. 

This poet was born at llawthornden, his fathers 
estate in Mid-Lothian, took a degree at the uni¬ 
versity of Edinburgh, studied the civil law in France, 
* and, returning home, entered into possession of his 
paternal estate, and devoted himself to literature. 
During his residence at Hawthornden he courted, 
and was on the eve of marrying, a lady of the name 
of Cunningham. Her sudden death inspired him 
with a melancholy which he sought to dissipate by 
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travcllinL^. He accordingly visited France, Italy, 
and Germany, and, during a stay of eight years on 
the continent, conversed with the most polished 
society, and studied the objects most interesting to 
curiosity and taste. lie collected at the same time 
a number of books and manuscripts, some of which 
arc still in the library of his native university. 

On his second return to Scotland he found the 
kingdom distracted by political and religious fer¬ 
ment, and on the eve of a civil war. WJiat con¬ 
nection this aspect of public affairs had with his 
quitting I-Iawthorndcn, his biographers have not in¬ 
formed us, but so it was, that he retired to the scat 
of his brother-in-law, Sir John Scott of Scotstarvet, 
a man of letters, and probably of political sentiments 
congenial with his own. At his abode he wrote his 
History of the Five James’s, Kings of Scotland, a 
work abounding in false eloquence and slavish prin¬ 
ciples. Having returned at length to settle himself 
at his own seat, he married a lady of the name of 
Logan, of the house of Kesticrig, in whom he fancied 
a resemblance to his former mistress, and repaired 
the family mansion of Hawthornden, with an inscrip¬ 
tion importing his hopes of resting there in honour¬ 
able case. But the times were little suited to pro¬ 
mote his wishes; and on the civil war breaking out 
he involved himself with the covenanters, by writing 
in support of the opposite side, for which his ene¬ 
mies not only called him to a severe account, but 
compelled him to furnish his quota of men and arms 
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to support the cause wliich he detested. Ilis estate 
lying in diHerent counties, he contributed halves and 
quarters of men to tlic forces that were raised; and 
on this occasion he uTotc an epigram, bitterly wish¬ 
ing that the imaginary division of his recruits might 
be realized on their bodies. Ilis grief for the death 
of Charles is said to have shortened his days. Such 
stories of political sensibility may bo believed on 
proper evidence. 

The elegance of Drummond’s sonnets, and the 
humour of liis Scotch and Latin imu'aronics, have 
been at least suHiciently praised • but when IMilton 
has been described as essentially obliged to him, 
the compliment to his genius is streteiied too iar. 
A modern writer, who edited the w^orks of Drum¬ 
mond, has affirmed, that, “ perhaps,” if we had had 
no Drummond, we should not have seen tlu' finer 
delicacies of Milton’s Comus, Lyeiilas, L’Allegro, 
and II Penseroso, “ Perhaps” is an excellent h’ading- 
string for weak assertions. One or two epitlieLs of 
Drummond may be recognised in Milton, though 
not in the minor poems already mentioned. It is 
difficult to apply any precise idea to the tautology 
of “ fine delicacies;” but whatever the editor of 
Drummond meant by it, he may be assured that 
there is no debt on the part of Milton to the poet of 
Hawthornden, which the former could be the least 
impoverished by returning. Phillips, the nephew of 
Milton, edited and extolled Drummond, and pro¬ 
nounced him equal to Tasso himself. It has been 
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inferred from seme passaj^jcs of llie TJirah um Poela* 
tliiit ivlilton had dictated several critical opi¬ 
nions in that pcrforniance; and it has been taken for 
granted that Pliillips’s high opinion of Drummond 
was imbibed from the author of Paradise Lost. Put 
the parallel between Drummond and Tasso surely 
could not have been drawn by Milton. Phillips had 
a turn for poetry, and in many of his critical opi¬ 
nions in the Thentrum Poelarum, shewed a taste 
that could not be well attributed to his uncle—in 
none more than in this exaggerated comparibon of 
a smooth soimetteer to a mighty poet. It is equally 
improbable that he imbibed this absurdity from Mil- 
ton, as that he caught from him his admiration of 
Drummond’s prose compositions and arbitrary prin¬ 
ciples. 


SONNK'I'S. 

I KNOW that all beneath the moon decays, 

And what by mortals in this world is brought. 

In Time’s great periods shall return to nought, 
'fhat fairest states have fatal nights and days. 

I know that all the muse’s heavenly lays. 

With toil of sp’rit, which arc so dearly bought. 

As idle sounds, of few, or none are sought. 

That there is nothing lighter than vain praise. 

I know frail beauty like the purple flower. 

To which one morn oft birth and death affords. 
That love a jarring is of minds accords. 

Where sense and will bring under Reason’s power: 
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Know what I list, all this cannot mo move^ 
But that, alas! 1 both must write anil love. 


Ay me 1 and I am now the man whoso muse 
In happier times was wont to laiigli at love, 

And those who sufler’d that blind boy abuse 
The noble gifts were given them from above. 

^Vhat metamorphose strange is this 1 prove ? 
Myself now scarce 1 find myself to be, 

And think no I’able Circe’s tyranny. 

And all the talcs arc told of changed Jove ; 

Virtue hath taught w'itli her philosophy 
My mind into a better course to move: 

Reason may chide In r 1111, and oft reprove 
Affection’s power, but wdiat is that to me ? 

Who ever think, and never think on ought 
But that bright cherubim which thralls my 
thought. 

llow that vast heaven iiititl’d first is roll'd. 

If any glancing tow Vs beyond it be. 

And people living in eternity. 

Or essence pure that doth this all uphold : 

What motion have those fixed sparks of gold. 

The wand’ring carbuncles which shine from high, 
By sp’rits, or bodies cross-ways in the sky. 

If they be turn’d, and mortal things behold. 

How sun posts heaven about, how night’s pale queen 
With borrow’d beams looks on this banging round, 
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What cause fair^ris hath, and monsters seen 
In air’s large fields of light, and seas profound. 

Did hold my wand’ring thoughts, when thy sweet 
eye 

Bade me leave all, and only think on thee. 


If crost with all mishaps he my poor life, 

If one short day I never spent in mirth. 

If my sp*rit with itself holds lasting strife, 

If sorrow’s death is but new sorrow’s birth ; 

If this vain world be but a mournful stage. 

Where slave-born man plays to the laughing stars, 
If youth be toss’d with love, with weakness age ; 

If knowledge serves to hold our thoughts in wars. 
If time can close the hundred mouths of Fame, 
And make what's long since past, like that’s to be; 
If virtue only be an idle name, 

If being born 1 was but born to die : 

Why seek I to prolong these lothsiJ’ne dajs ? 
The fairest rose in shortest time decays. 


DsAit choirister, who from those sliadows sends 
Ere that the blushing morn dare show her light, 
Such sad lamenting strains, that night attends, 
(Become all car) stars stay to hear thy plight. 

If one whose grief even reach of thought transcends. 
Who ne’er (not in a dream) did taste delight, 
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May thoc importune who like case»prctcnds, 

And seems to joy in woe, in woe’s despite. 

Tell me (so may thou fortune milder try. 

And long, long sing) for what thou thus complains. 
Since winter’s gone, and sun in dappled sky 
Enamour’d smiles on woods and flowh’y plains? 

The bird, as if my (juestions did her move, 

W'ith trembling wings sigh’d forth, I love, I love. 


Sweet soul, which in the April of thy years, 

I'or to enrich the heaven niad’st poor this round, 
And now with flaming rays of glory crown’d, 

Most blest abides above the s])hcrc of spheres; 

If hcavenlv laws, alas ! have not thee bound 
Eroin looking to this globe that all up-bcars, 

If ruth and pity' there above he found, 

O deign lend a look unto these tears. 

Do not disdain (dear ghost) this sacrifice, 

And though I raise not jiiilars to thy praise. 

My ofl’*ringR take, let this for me siiflice. 

My heart a living pyramid 1 rai^e; 

And whilst king’s tombs with laurels flourish 
green, 

Thine shall with myrtles and these flow’rs be seen. 


SPIRITUAL POK.US. 

Look, as the flow’r which ling’ringly doth fade. 
The morning’s darling late, the summer’s queen, 



348 


WILLIAM DRUMMOxND. 


Spoil’d of tliat juice wliicli kept it fresh and green 
As higli «s it did raise, bows low the head: 

Right so the pleasures of my life being dead, 

Or ill their contraries but only seen. 

With swifter speed declines than erst it spread, 
And (blasted) scarce now shews what it hath been 
Therefore as doth the pilgrims, whom the night 
Haste darkly to imprison on his way, 

Think on tby home (my soul) and think aright^ 
Of what’s yet loft thee of life’s wasting day 3 
Thy sun posts westward, passed is thy niorn^ 
And twice it is not given thee to be born. 


The wefiry mariner s« fast not flies 
An howling tempest, harbour to attain, 

Nor shepherd hastes (when frays of wolves arise) 
So fast to fold, to save his bleating train, 

As ] (wing’d with contempt and just disdain) 
Now fly the world, and what it most doth prize, 
And sanctuary seek, free to remain 
From wounds of abject times, and envy’s eyes. 

1 o me this world did once seem sweet and fair. 
While senses light minds perspective kept blind; 
Now\ like imagin’d landscape in the air, 

And weeping rainbows, her best joys I find: 

Or if ought here is had that praise should have. 

It is an obscure life, and silent grave. 
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The last and greatest herald of heaven’s king. 

Gilt with rough skins, hies to the desarts wiki, 
Among that savage brood tlic woods forth bring, 
Which he mure harmless found than man, and mild; 
His food was locusts, and what there doth spring, 
With honey that from virgin hives distill’d, 

Parch’d body, hollow* eyes, some uncouth thing, 
Made him appear, long since from earth exil’d. 
There burst he forth; all ye whose hopes rely 
On God, with me amidst these desarts mourn, 
Repent, repent, and IVom old errors turn! 

Who listen’d to his voice, obey’tl his cr\ ? 

Only the echoes, u’hich he made relent, 

Rung from their Hint}* caves, rejient, repent! 


Sweet bird, that sing’st away the early hours 
Of winters past or coming, void of care. 

Well pleased w’ith delights wliicli jn\:>entarc, 
hair seasons, buddiiig sj)iMys, su'eet*‘-melliMg llow’rs: 
To rocks, to sjiring^, to rills, .'“roni IcMly bow’rs, 
Thou thy Creator's goodnc’^s d<j‘it dcelaro. 

And wdiat dear gifts on thee he dni not spare, 

A stain to liunian sense in sm that hnv’rs. 


What soul can be so sick, which I»y thy songs 
(Attir’d in swcciues") sw’cetly is not driven 
Quite to forget earth's turmoils, spites and wrongs, 
And lift a reverend eye and thought to lieavcn? 
Sweet, artless sont^stcr, thou mv mind dost raise 
To ail 5 of spheres, yea, and to angels’ lays. 
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As when it happ'netli that some lovely town 
Unto a barbarous besieger falls. 

Who both by sword and Hames himself instals. 

And (shameless) it in tears and blood doth drown^ 
Her beauty spoilM, her citizens made thralls. 

His spite yet cannot so her all throw down. 

But that some statue, pillar of renown, 

Yet lurks unmaim'd within her weeping walls : 

So, after all the spoil, disgrace, and wreck. 

That time, the world, and death, could bring 
combin’d. 

Amidst that mass of ruins they did make. 

Safe and all scarless yet remains my mind : 

From this so high transcendent rapture springs. 
That I, all else defac’d, not envy kings. 



TllOiMAS MA^. 

DIED 1 ( 550 . 


1 HOMAs May, whom Dr. Johnson has pronounced 
the best Latin poet of Lnghiiul, was the son «if Sir 
Thomas May, of Mayfield, in Sussex. During the 
earlier part of his public life he was encouraged at 
the court of Charles the First, inscribed several 
poems to his majesty, as well as wrote them at In's 
injunction, and received from Charles the appellation 
of “ /ih poct,*^ During this connexion with royalty 
he wrote his live dramas*, translated the (Jeorgics 
and Pharsalia, continued the latter in Fnglisii as 
well as Latin, and by liis imitation of Lucan acquired 
the reputation of a modern classic in foreign coun¬ 
tries. It ui.rc much to be wished, that on siding 
with the parliament in the civil wars, he had left a 
valedictory' testimony of regret for the necessity oi* 
opposing, on public grounds, a monarch nho liad 
been personally kind to him. 'flic change was stig¬ 
matised as ungrateful; and it was both sordid and 
ungrateful, if the account given by liis eiu inics can 
be relied on, that it nas owing to the king’s refusal 
of the laurcatship, or of a pension—for the story is 
told in different ways. All that can be suggested in 
May's behalf is, that no complimentary dedications 

* Tin- Heir, T.; Antigone, T.; Julia Agrippina, T. j Cleo¬ 
patra, T , Old Couple, C.-j to wliicli may be added Julius C<csar. 
a trageriy, still in manuscript. 
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could pledge his principles on a great question of 
public justice, and that the motives of an action are 
seldom traced with scrupulous truth, where it is the 
bias of the narrator to degrade the action itself. 
Clarendon, the most respectable of his accusers, is 
exactly in this situation. He begins by praising his 
epic poetry as among the best in our language, and 
inconsistently concludes by pronouncing that May 
deserves to be forgotten. 

The parliament, from whatever motive he em¬ 
braced their cause, appointed him their secretary and 
historiographer. In this capacity he wrote his Bre¬ 
viary, which Warburton pronounces “ a just com¬ 
position, according to the rules of history.” It breaks 
off*, much to the loss of the history of that time, just 
at the period of the Self-denying Ordinance. Soon 
after this publication he went to bed one night in 
apparent health, having drank freely, and was found 
dead in the morning. His death was ascribed to his 
niglitcap being tied too tightly under In': chin. An¬ 
drew Marvel imputes it to the cheerful bottle. Taken 
together, they were no bad receipt for suffocation. 
The vampire revenge of his enemies in digging him 
up from his grave, is an event too notorious in the 
history of the Restoration. They gave him honour¬ 
able company in this sacrilege, namely, that of Blake. 

He has ventured in narrative poetry on a similar 
difficulty to that Shakspeare encountered in the 
historical drama, but it is unnecessary to shew with 
how much less success. Even in that department 
he has scarcely equalled Daniel or Drayton. 
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THE DEATH OK ROSAMOND. 

I'aik Rosamond within lier bower of late 
(While these sad storms had shaken Henry’s state. 
And lie from England last had absent been) 

Retir’d herself; nor had that star been seen 
To shine abroad, or with her lustre grace 
The woods (»r walks adjoining to the place. 

About those jilaees, while the times were free. 
Oft with a train of her attendants she 
For pleasure walk’d ; and, like the huntress queen. 
With her light nymphs, was by the people seen. 
Thither the country lads and swains, that near 
To Woodstock dwelt, would come to ga/e on her. 
Their jolly May-games there would they present, 
'fheir harmless sports and rustic merriment, 

I o give this beauteous paragon delight. 

Nor that ofIiciou‘* service would she 'flight; 

IFit their rude pastimes gently entertain. 

-y. X- X- -X- X- X 

Now came that I’atal day, ordain’d to see 
■J'h’ eclipse of beauty, and for ever be 
Accurs’d by woeful lovers,—all iilone 
Into her chamher Rosamond was gone; 

.■- * * At X -X X 

\Vhile thus she sadly mus’d, a ruthful cry 
Had pierc’d her tender ear, and in the sound 
Was nam’d (she thought) unhappy Rosamund. 
(The cry was utter’d by her grieved maid. 

From whom that clew was taken, that betray’d 

A A 
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Her lady’s life), and while she doubting fear’d, 
Too soon the fatal certainty appear’d: 

For with her train the wrathful queen was there; 
Oh ! who can tell what cold and killing fear 
Through every part of Uosamond was struck ? 

The rosy tincture her sweet checks forsook. 

And, like an ivory statue did she show" 

Of life and motion reft. Had she been so 
Transform’d in deed, how kind the Fates had been 
How pitiful to her! nay, to the queen ! 

Even she herself did seem to entertain 
Some ruth ; but straight revenge return’d again. 
And fill’d her furious breast. “ Strumpet (quoth she) 
I need not speak at all; my sight may be 
Enough expression of my wrongs, and what 
The consequence must prove of such a hate. 

Flere, take this poison’d cup” (for in her hand 
A poison’d cup she had), and do not stand 
To parley now ; but drink it presently. 

Or else I)y tortures be resolv’d to die. 

Thy doom is set.” Fale trembling Rosamond 
Receives the cup, and kneeling on the ground. 
When dull amazement somewhat had forsook 
Her breast, thus humbly to the queen she spoke: 

“ 1 dare not hope you should so far relent, 

Great queen, as to forgive the punishment 
That to my foul offence is justly due. 

Nor will I vainly plead excuse, to show- 
By what strong arts I was at first betray’d, 

Or tell how many subtle snares were laid 
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To catch mine honour. Tlicsc, tliough ne’er so true, 
Can bring no rcconipcncC at all to you, 

Nor just excuse to my abhorred crime. 

Instead of sudden dcatli, I crave but time, 
******* 

“ No more (replied tlie furious qiu'cn); have done; 
Delay no longer, lest thy choice bo gone, 

And that a sterner death for thee remain.” 

No more did llosamond entreat in vain; 

But, forc’d to hard necessity to yield, 

Drank of the fatal potion that she held. 

And with it enter’d the grim tyrant Death : 

Yet gave such respite, that her d^n'ng breath 
Might beg forgivcnc.ss from the heavenly throne, 
And pardon those that her destruction 
H ul doubly wrought. “ Forgive, oh Lord, (said she,) 
Him that diNlionour’d, her that murder’d me. 

Yet let me speak, for truth’s sake, angry (pieen : 

If you had spar’d my life, I might have been 
In time to come th* example of your gloiy; 

Not of your shame, as now ; for when the story 
Of hapless iiosamond is read, the best 
And holiest people, as they will detest 
My crime, and call it foul, they will abhor, 

, And call unjust the rage of Kleanor. 

And in this act of yours it will be thought 
King Henry’s sorrow, not his love, you sought.” 
And now so far the venom’s force assail’d 
lltn* vital parts, that life with language fail’d. 

A A 2 
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That lYell'built palace where the Graces made 
Their chief abode, where thousand Cupids play’d 
And couctrd their shafts, whose structure did delight 
Ev’ji nature’s self, is now demolish’d quite, 

Ne’er to be rais’d again; tli* untimely stroke 
Of death that precious cabinet has broke. 

That Henry’s pleased heart so long had held. 

With sudden mourning now the house is fiH’d; 

Nor can the queen’s attendants, though they fear 
Her wrath, from weeping at that sight forbear. 

Hy rough north blasts so blooming roses fade; 

So crushed falls the lily’s tender blade. 

^ ******* 



RICHARD CRASHAW. 

DI£D 1650. 


This poet fell into neglect in Iiis own age, lie 
was however one of the first of our old minor poets 
that was rescued from oblivion in the following cen- 
tuiy. Pope borrowed from him, but acknowledged 
his obligations. Crashaw formed his style on the 
most quaint and conceited school of Italian poetry, 
that of Marino; and there is a prevalent harshness 
and strained expression in his verses ; hut there arc 
also many touches of beauty and solemnity, and the 
strength of his thoughts sometimes appears even in 
their distortion. If it were not grown into a tedious 
and impertinent fashion to discover the sources of 
Paradise Lost, one might be ti inpted to notice some 
similarity betw een the speech of Satan in the Sospetto 
di Herode of Marino (which (a*ashawlias translated) 
and Satan’s address to the sun in Milton. The little 
that is known of Crashaw’s life exhibits enthusiasm, 
but it is not that of a weak or selfish mind. His 
private character was amiable; and we are told by 
the earliest editor of his “ Steps to the Temple,” 
that he was skilled in music, draw’ing, and engraving. 
His father, of whose writings an account is given in 
the tenth volume of the Censura Literaria, was a 
preacher at the Temple churcli, London. His son, 
the poet, was born in London, but at what time is 
uncertain. He was educated at the Charter-house 
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through the bounty of two friends, Sir Henry Yel- 
verton, and Sir Francis Crew. From thence he 
removed to Cambridge, where he became a fellow, 
and took a degree of master of arts. There he pub¬ 
lished his Latin poems, in one of wliicli is the epi¬ 
gram from a scripture passage, ending with the line, 
so well known, 

“ Lympha pudica Dcum vidit et crul>uit,’' 

The modest water saw its God, and blush’d 

and also his pious ciiiisions, called Steps to tlie 
Temple.” The title of the latter work w'as in allu¬ 
sion to the cluircli at (’amhridge, near his residence, 
w'liere he almost constantly spent his time. When 
the covenant, in ]f)44, w'as offered to the universities, 
he preferred ejection and poverty to subscribing it. 
Already he had been distinguished ns a popular and 
powerful preacher. He soon after embraced the ca¬ 
tholic religion, and repaired to France. In austerity 
of devotion he had no great transition to make to 
Catholicism; and his abhorence at the religious in¬ 
novations he had witnessed, together with his ad¬ 
miration of the works of the canonized St, Teresa 
of Spain, still more easily account for his conversion. 
Cowley found him at Paris in deplorable poverty, 
and recommended him to his exiled queen, Henrietta 
Maria. Her majesty gave him letters of recom¬ 
mendation to Italy, w'herc he became a secretary to 
one of the Roman cardinids, and a canon of the 
church of Loretto. Soon after the latter appoint¬ 
ment he died, about the year l650. 
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SOSPEITO li’ H ERODE. 

LIK. I. 

jf****)t + * 

JJelow the bottom of’ tlie great abyss, 

There where one centre reconciles all things; 

The world’s profound heart pants; there placed is 
Mischief’s oUl master, close about him clings 
A curl’d knot of embracing snakes, tliat kiss 
His correspondent checks; these loathsome strings 
Hold the perverse prince in eternal ties 
Fast bound, since first he forfeited the skies. 

* * * -X- * * X X- 


From death’s sad shades, to the life-breathing air. 
This mortal enemy to mankind’s good, 

Lifts his malignant eyes, wasted with care. 

To become beautiful in human blood. 

Where Jordan melts his crystal, to make fair 
The fields of Palestine with so pure a flood ; 
There docs lie fix his eye.s, and there detect 
New matter to make good his great suspect. 


He calls to mind ih’ old ciuarrel, ami what spark 
Set the contending sons of heaven on fire: 

Oft in his deep thought he revolves the dark 
Sybils* divining leaves; he does impure 
Into th’ old prophecies, trembling to murk 
How many present prodigies conspire 

To crown their past predictions, both he lays 
Together, in his pond’rous mind both weighs. 
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Heaven’s golden-winged herald, late he saw 
To a poor Galilean virgin sent: 

How low the bright youth bow’d, and with what awe 
Immortal flowers to her fair hand present. 

He saw tli’ old Hebrew’s womb neglect the law 
Of age and barrenness, and her babe prevent 
His birth by his devotion, who began 
Betimes to be a saint, before a man. 

He saw rich nectar thaws release the rigour 
Of th’ icy north, Ironi frost-bound Atlas’ hands 
His adamantine fetters fall; green vigour 
Gladding the Scythian rocks, and Lybian sands. 

He saw a vernal smile sweetly disfigure 
Winter’s sad face, and througli the flow’ry lands 
Of fair Engaddi’s honoy-sweating fountains. 

With manna, milk, and balm, new broach the 
mountains. 

He saw how in that blest day-bearing night, 

The lieav’ll-rebuked shades made haste away ; 

How bright a dawn of angels, with new light, 
Amaz’d the midnight world, and made a day 
Of which the morning knew not; mad with spite, 
He mark’d how the poor shepherds ran to pay 
Their simple tribute to the babe, whose birth 
Was the great business both of heaven and earth. 

He saw a threefold sun, with rich increase, 

Make proud the ruby portals of the cast. 
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He saw the temple sacred to sweet peace, 

Adore her prince’s birth, flat on her breast. 

He saw the falling idols all confess 
A coming deity. He saw the nest 
Of poisonous and unnatural loves, carth-nurst, 
Touch’d with the world’s true antidote to burst. 

He saw Heaven blossom with a new-born light. 

On which, as on a glorious stranger, gaz’d 
The golden eyes of night, whose beam made bright 
The way to lleth’lem, and as boldly blaz’d 
(Nor ask’d leave of the sun), by day as night. 

By whom (as Hcav’n’s illustrious handmaid) rais’d 
Three kings (or what is more) three wise men 
went 

Westward, to find the world’s true? orient. 
»«■******% 

That the great angel-blinding light should shrink 
His blaze, to shine in a poor shepherd's eye. 

That the unmeasur’d (iod so low should sink. 

As pris’ner in a few poor rags to lie. 

That from his mother’s breast he milk should drink, 
Who feeds with nectar Heaven’s fair family, 

That a vile manger his low bed should prove. 
Who in a throne of stars thunders sibove. 

That he whom the sun serves, should faintly peep 
Through clouds of infant flesh: that he the old 
Btcrnal Word should be a child and weep: 

'fhat he who made the fire should fear the cold : 
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That Heaven’s high Majesty his court should keep 
In a clay cottage, by each blast controll’d: 

That glory’s self* should serve our griefs and fears, 
And free eternity submit to years. 

And further, that the law’s eternal Giver, 

Should bleed in his own law’s obedience; 

And to the circumcising knife deliver 
Himself, the forfeit of his slave’s f>lfence. 

That the unblemish’d Lamb, blessed for ever, 
Should take the murk of sin, and pain of sense. 
These are the knotty riddles, whose dark doubt 
Kntangles his lost thoughts past getting out. 

While new thoughts boil’d in his enraged breast. 
His gloomy bosom’s darkest character 
Was in his shady forehead seen exprest. 

The forehead’s shade in grid’s expression there. 

Is what in sign of joj^ among the blest. 

The face’s lightning, or a smile is here. 

Those stings of care that his .strong heart opprost, 
A desperate, Oh me ! drew from his deep breast. 

Oh me ! (thus bellow’d he); oh me ! what great 
Portents before mine eyes their powers advance? 
And serve my purer sight, only to beat 
Down iny proud thought, and leave it in a trance ? 
Frown 1, and can great Nature keep her seat ? 

And the gay stars lead on their golden dance; 

Can his attem[)ts above still prosp’rous be. 
Auspicious still, in spite of hell and me ? 
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He Ims my Ilefiven (wlint would he more) whose 
bright 

And radiant sceptre this hold hand should bear. 
And for the never-fading fields of light, 

My fair inheritance, he coniines me here 
To tliis tlark house of shades, horror, and night. 

To draw a long-livM death, where all my cheer 
Is the solemnity my sorrow wears, 

'fhat mankind’s torment waits upon my tears. 

Dark dusky man, he needs would single forlli. 

To make the partner of his own pure ray: 

And should we powers of Heav’n, spirits of worth. 
Bow our bright heads before a king of clay? 

It shall not be, said I; and cloinb the north. 

Where never wing of angel yet made way. 

What though I miss’d my blow ? yet 1 struck 
high, 

And to dare something, is some victory 

Is he not satisfied? means he to wrest 
Hell from me too, aiid sack my territories ? 

Vile human nature, means he not t’ invest 
(O my despite!) with his divines! glories? 

And rising with rich spoils upon his breast,. 

With his fair triumphs fill all future stories ? 

Must the bright arms of heav’n rebuke these eyes? 
Mock me, and dazzle my dark mysteries ? 

' Which, if not vi«.toiy, is ycM ro\rng(‘. Mimon.— E 
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Art thou not Lucifer? he to whom the droves 
Of stars tlifit gild the morn in charge were giv’n ? 
I'lic nimblest of the lightning-winged loves ? 

The fairest, and the first born smile of Heav’n ? 
Look in what pomp the mistress planet moves, 
Uev’rently circled by the lesser seven; 

Such, and so rich, the dames that from thine eyes? 
Oppress’d the common people of the skies. 

Ah, wretch! wliat boots thee to cast back thy eyes 
Where dawning hope no beam of comfort shews? 
While the reflection of tliy forepast joys 
Renders thee double to thy present woes. 

Rather make up to thy new miseries, 

And meet the mischief that upon thee grows. 

If hell must mourn, heav’n sure shall sympathise . 
What force cannot effect, fraud shall device. 

And yet whose force fear 1 ? have 1 so lost 
Myself? my strength too with ray innocence ? 
Come, try who dares, heav’n, earth, whate’er do&t 
boast 

A borrow’d being, make thy bold defence. 

Come thy Creator too, what though it cost 
Me yet a second fall ? we’d try our strengths. 
Hcav’ns saw us struggle once, as brave a fight 
Earth now shall see, and tremble at the sight. 



WIIXIAM HAIHN(;T<>N. 

IlOHN 1605 . —DIED 10 ' 54 . 


Xhe mother of this poet, who was daugliter to Lord 
Morlcy, is reported to have written the famous letter 
ofw'arning, in consequence of wliich tlie gunpowder 
plot was discovered. His fatlicr, w'lio liad been sus¬ 
pected of a share in Babington’s conspiracy, and 
who had owed his release to his being godson to 
Queen Elizabetli, was a second time imprisoned, 
and condemned to deatli on the charge of having 
concealed some of the agents in the gunpowder 
plot; but by Jjord Morley’s interest was pardoned, 
on condition of confining himself to Worcestershire, 
of which county he lived to write a voluminous 
history. 

The family were catholics ; and his son, the ]>oet, 
was sent to St. Omcr’s, we arc told, with a view to 
make him a Jesuit, which he declined. The same 
intention nevc'r failed to he ascribed to all English 
families who s(‘nt their children to that seminary. 
On his return from the continent he lived chiefly 
with his father, who was his preceptor. Of the sub¬ 
sequent course of his life nothing more seems to bi' 
on record than his marriage and his literary works. 
The latter consisted of effusions entitled Castara, the 
poetical name of his mistress; the Queen of Arra- 
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gon, a tragedy; a History of Edward IV.; and 
Observations upon History. 

Habington l)ccame a poet from the courtship of 
the lady whom he married, Lucy, daughter to Lord 
Powis. There is no very ardent sensibility in his 
lyrics, but they denote a mind of elegant and chaste 
sentiments. He is free as any of the minor poets of his 
age from the impurities which were then considered 
as wit. He is indeed rather ostentatiously platonic, 
but his love language is far from being so elaborate 
as the complimentary gallantry of the preceding age. 
A respectable gravity of thought, and succinct 
fluency of expression, are observable in the poems 
of his later life. 


TO CASTAUA, INQIJIIIING WHY I LOVKD HER. 

Why doth the stubborn iron prove 
So gentle to th’ magnetic stone ? 

How know you that the orbs do move; 

With music too ? since heard of none •* 

And I will answer why 1 love. 

'Tis not thy virtues, each a star 

Which in thy soul’s bright sphere do shine, 

Shooting their beauties from afar. 

To make each gazer’s heart like thine; 

Our virtues often meteors are. 

’Tis not thy face, I cannot spy. 

When poets weep some virgin’s death, 
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That Cupid wantons in her eye. 

Or perfumes vapour from her breath, 

And *mongst the dead thou once must lie. 

Nor is’t thy birth. For I was ne’er 
Sn vain as in that to delight: 

Which, balance it, no weight doth bear, 
Nor yet is object to the sight, 

But only fills the vulgar car. 

Nor yet thy fortunes: since I know 
They, in their motion like the sea. 

Ebb from the good, to the im])ious tlou : 
And so in flatter}^ betray. 

That raising they but overthrow. 

And yet these attrilnitcs might prove 
Fuel enough t’inflame desire ; 

But there was something from above. 

Shot without reason's guide, this fire. 

I know, yet know not, why I love. 


C;UI>lO DISSOIA'I. 

The soul which doth with (Jod unite, 
Those gaieties how doth she slight 
Which o’er opinion sway ! 

Like sacred virgin wax, which shines 
On altars or on martyrs’ shrines, 

How doth she burn away ! 
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How violent are her throws tHl she 
From envious earth delivered be. 

Which doth her flight restrain ! 

How doth she doat on whips and racks. 
On fires, and the so dreaded axe. 

And every murd’ring pain! 

How soon she leaves the pride of wealth. 
The flatteries of youth and health, 

And fame’s more precious breath ; 
And every gaudy circumstance 
That doth the pomp of life advance. 

At the approach of death ! 

The cunning of astrologers 
Observes each motion of the stars. 
Placing all knowledge there: 

And lovers in their mistress’ eyes 
Contract those wonders of the skies. 

And seek no higher sphere. 

The wand’ring pilot sweats to find 
The causes that produce the wind. 

Still gazing on the pole. 

The politician scorns all art 
But what doth pride and power impart. 
And swells the ambitious soul. 

But he whom heavenly fire doth warm. 
And ’gainst these powerful follies arm. 
Doth soberly disdain 
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All tiu'so Ibnil liuman mysteries 
As the deceitful and unwise 
Distempers of our brain. 

11c as a Ijunleii bears Iiis clay. 

Yet vainly tlirows it not away 
On every idle cause : 

But witli the same iintrouhlcd e\'c 
C'an or resolve to live or die. 

Regardless of th’ applause. 

My Ood ! if ’tis thj^ great decree 
That this must the last moment he 
Wherein I breathe this air ; 
iMy heart obeys, joyM to retre.ii 
J'roni the false favours of the gieat, 

And treachery of the fair. 

W^hen thnu shalt please this soul t’eiithrono 
Above impure corruption ; 

What should I grieve or fear, 

'I'o think this breathless body must 
Become a loathsome heap of dust. 

And ne’er again appear. 

J''or in the fire when ore is tried. 

And by that torment purified. 

Do we deplore the loss ? 

And when thou shalt iny soul refine. 

That it thereby may purer shine, 

Shall I grieve for the dross ? 

VOL. Tl, 
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FROM THE QUEEN OF ARRAGON. 


SONG. 

Not the phienix in his death. 

Nor those banks where violets grow, 

And Arabian winds still blow. 

Yield a perfume like her breath. 

But O ! marriage makes the spell. 

And ’tis poison if I smell. 

I'he twin-beauties of the skies, 

(When the half-sunk sailors haste 
To rend sail, and cut their mast,) 

Shine not welcome, as her eyes. 

But those beams, than storms more black. 
If they point at me, I wrack. 

'fhen for fear of such a fire. 

Which kills worse than the long night 
Which benumbs the Muscovite, 

I must from my life retire. 

But O no! for if her eye 
Warm me not, I freeze, and die. 



JOHN JIALL. 

BOHN 16*27.—OIKI) 1656 . 


John Hall was born at Dnrbain, and educated at 
Cambridge, >Nlicrc be publislied a volume of verses. 
He had been sonic time at tlie bar when be died in 
his twenty-niiitli year. 


TIIK xM(IKMN(> ST Ml. 

Si iLi. herald of the morn ! whose ray, 

Being page and usher to the day. 

Doth mourn behind the sun, before him play; 
Who setCst a golden signal ere 
'I'lie bark retire, the lark appear. 

The early cocks cry comfort, screech-owls fear. 

Who wink’st while lovers plight their troth, 
Then falls asleep, while they are loth 
To part without a more engaging oath ; 

Steal in a message to the e^ es 

Of Julia, tell her that slie lies 

Too long,—thy lord, the sun, will quickly rise. 

Yet it is midnight still with me, 

Nav worse, unless that kinder she 

B B 2 
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Smile day, and in niy zenith seated be ; 
But il* she will obliquely run, 

I needs a calenture must shun. 

And, like an Ethiopian, hate my sun. 


HILIJAM (:IIA1VIBERLAY^. 

DIKD je58. 


f liLLiKVF. the only noti'^e of this poet that is to lx. 
found is in Langbaiiic, who informs us that he t\as 
a phybiclcin at Shaftesbury, in Dors tshire, in the 
reigns of (^harles 1. anii II. Pc wrote a single tragi¬ 
comedy, Love's Victory, which was acted after the 
Restoration under the new title of “ ’'Vit.'. Ic*’ ly the 
Nose, or the Poet’s Revenge.' Ilis Pliaronnida, an 
heroic poem, in five books, which Langhaine says 
has nothing to recommend it, is one of the most 
interesting stories that was ever told in verse, and 
contained so much amusing mattex* as to ho made 
into a prose novel in the reign of Charles II. What 
Dr. Johnson said unjustly of Milton’s Conius, that it 
was like gold hid under a rock, may, unlbrtunately, 
be applied with too much propriety to Pliaronnida. 
Never perhaps was so much beautiful design in 
poetry marred by infelicity of execution: his rug- 
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:^etlncss of versification, abrupt transitions, anti a 
style that is at once slovenly anti quaint, perpetually 
interrupted in enjtn in*^ the ^plentlill Hgurt'S and 
spirited passions ofi this romantic tablet, anti make 
us catch them onb' by <;limpst’s. I am nell aware 
that from a.story so closely intern oven a few selected 
passages, while they may be more tlian sulficient to 
ex<^’'”n!it\ tliL faults, are not ei\ou*;h to discover the 
full worth of C’hamberla_\n. Mis ^ketches, already 
imperfect, must appear still more »o in the shafie of 
rragnif?nfs , nc must peruse the narrative itself to 
appretia'o llit :’ic)j breadth and \ariet\ ol’its scenes, 
and \>'e i .u-^i perhaps a<-( U'toni our vision to the 
tlncjs i'iedlum ol’its uncouth si\ le Ui enjoy the power 
anti p.itho'.ol'h' eiiaractei and sit oat urns. Ihider 
all :he dc llets ol‘the poem ihe reailei n'll then in¬ 
deed leel ii' aehnishid hints ailed the heart and 
ililalo the im .uoiation. I'roni ilie fate <d ('liainbor- 
layu a youie.; poet may h, »rii oju' i* iportant lesson, 
that he ho neglects the siilisidiary graces of tastc‘ 
fai' ever > i ha nee id heiii^ neglected hy posterity, 
and that tin nrido ol'<;enius iiiiiM not prompt him to 
di‘-dain the siudy of harmony and of style. 
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IMIARONMDA, JIOOK II. CANTO Ilf. 

Argalia being l)roiight before the Princess Fliaruimid.i on a labt 
accusation of murder, tluiy IhU in Jove with cacli o1l)cr, althoiigli 
tin; Princess is obliged, willi a reluctant heart, to condemn Iniii 
on false evidence. 

High mounted on an ebon throne, on which 
Th‘ embellish’d silver sliew’d so sadly rich. 

As if its varied form strove to delight 

Those solemn souls which death-pale fear did fright. 

In Tyrian purple clad, the princess sate. 

Between two sterner ministers of fate, 

Impartial judges, whose distinguish'd tasks 
Their various habit to the view unmasks. 

One, in whose looks, as pity strove to draw 
Compassion in the tablets of the law, 

Some soi'tness dwelt, in a majestic vest 
Of statc-like red was clothed ; the other, dress’d 
In dismal black, whose terrible aspect 
Declared his oJtico, servM hut to delect 
Her slow consent, if, when the first forsook 
The cause, the law so far as death did look. 

Silence proclaim’d, a harsh command calls forth 
Th' undaunted prisoner, whose excelling w^orth 
In this low ebb of fortune did appear 
Such as we fancy virtues that come near 
The excellence of angels—fear bad not 
Rifled one drop of blood, nor rage begot 
More colour in his cheeks—his soul in state, 

Throned in the medium, constant virtue sat. 
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Yet, though now depress’d 
Iwen in opinion, whidi oft proves the best 
Support to those whose public virtues we 
Adore before their private guilt ^^c see, 

His noble soul still wings itself above 

Passion’s dark fogs; and like that prosperous dove, 

The world’s first pilot, for discovery sent. 

When all the floods that bound the firmament 
O’erwhelm’d the earth, conscience calm joys to in¬ 
crease, 

Jteturns, I'rtight with the olive branch of peace. 
Thus fortified from all that tyrant fear 
O’erawed the guilty with, he doth appear. 

>'• Not all 

Ilis virtues now protect him, he must fall 
A guiltless sacrifice, to expiate 
No other crime but their envenom’d hfitc. 

An ominous silence—such as oft precedes 
The fatal sentence—while tlie accuser reads 
His charge, possess’il the pitying court, in which 
Presaging calm Pharonnida, too rich 
In merc\, lieav’n’s supreme prerogative. 

To stifle tears, did with her passion strive 
So long, that what at first assaulted in 
Sorrow’s black armour, had so ol’ten been 
For pity chcrish’tl, that at length licr eyes 
Found there those spirits that did sympathize 
With those that warm’d her blood, and, unseen, move 
That engine of the world, mysterious love. 
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I'lic beauteous princess, wliose free soul liud been 
Yet guarded in her virgin ice, and now 
A stranger is to what she dotii allow 
Such easy entrance. iJy those rays that fall 
From cither’s eyes, to make reciprocal 
Their yielding passions, brave Argalia felt, 

Even in the grasp of death, his functions melt 
To flames, which on his liearl an onset make 
For sadness, such as weary mortals take 
Eternal farew^clls in. Yet in this high 
Tide of his blood, in a soft calm to die. 

His yielding spirits now prepare to meet 
Death, clothM in thoughts white as his winding- 
sheet. 

■jliat fatal doom, w^liicli unto hcav’ii affords 
The sole appeal, one of the assisting lords 
Had now pronounc’d, w’lios(‘ horrid thunder could 
Not strike his laurel’d brow ; that voice, whicli 
would 

Have petrified a timorous soul, he heari 
With calm attention. No disorder’d fears 
IfufHed his i'ancy, nor domestic w^ar 
Kaged in his breast; his every look so far 
From vulgar passions, that, unless, amazed 
At beauty’s niajest}^, he sometime gazed 
Wildly on that as emblems of more great 
Cllories than earth afforded, from the scat 
Of resolution his fix’d soul had not 
Been stirr’d to passion, wliich liad now begot 
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Wonder, not fear, wiilun liiin. No liar^li IVown 
Contracts his brow; nor did his thoughts pull down 
One fainting spirit, wrap! in smotherM groans. 

To clog his heart, h’roin her most CMiiinent thrones 
Of sense, the eyes, the lightning of his soul 
Flew with such vigour forth, it did control 
All wealvor passions, and at once include 
With Homan valour (Miristian fortitude. 

BOOK III. C ANTO If. 

The hillicr ol JMi.iroimulii, (lisc-overod her ntt.ichinent (i< 

hji'.ik-) intu ;iM I tliij'i ihrcwlens her. 

Silent with jiassion, which his eyes intlanied. 

The prince aw hile heliolil.s her ere he blamed 
The frailty ol’aflection; but at length. 

Through tlie (luick throng of thoughts, armed w ith 
a strength, 

Which crii.-jh^d tlie .soft paternal smiles of love, 

He thus ht'gin.s —“ And must, () must that prove 
Mv greate.st curse on which my hopes ordained 
To raise my happiness Have 1 refrain’d 
The pleasures of a nuptial bed to joy 
Alone in thee, nor trembled to destroy 
My name, so that advancing thine I might 
Live to behold my sceptre take its flight 
To a more spacious empire ? Have I spent 
My youth till, grown in debt to age, she hath .sent 
Diseases to arrest me, that im[)air 
My strength and hopes e’er to enjoy an heir. 
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Wliich tiiiglit preserve our name, which only now 
Must in our dusty annals live; whilst thou 
Transferr’st the glory of our house on one, 

Which had not I warmed into life, had gone, 

A wretch forgotten of the world, to th* earth 
From whence he sprung ? But tear this monstrou*^ 
birth 

Of fancy from thy soul, quick as thoiFdst fly 
Descending wrath if visible, or I 
Shall blast thee with my anger till thy name 
Rot in niy memory; not as the same 
That once thou wert behold thee, but as some 
Dire prodigy, which to foresluwv should conic 
All ills which through the progress of my life 
Did chance were sent. 1 lost a queen and wife, 
Thy virtuous mother, who for goodness might 
Have here supplied, before she took her flight 
To hcav’n, mj^ better angel’s ])lace; have since 
Stood storms of strong afHiction ; stili a prince 
Over my passions until now, but thi>« 

Flath prov’d me cow^ard. Oh ! thou dost amiss 
To grieve me thus, fond girl.’’—With that he shook 
His reverend head ; beholds her with a look 
Compos’d of grief and anger, which she sees 
With melting sorrow; but resolv’d love frees 
Her from more yielding pity— 

She falls 

Prostrate at’s feet; to his r<‘mcmbrancc calls 
Her dying mother’s will, by whose pale dust 
She now conjures him not to be unjust 
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IJiito that promise, with wliicli lier pure soul 
Tied satislied troni earili—as to control 
Her Ireedoiii of alleetioii.— 

She then 

Calls to renienibrance who reliev’d him when 
Distress’d within Aleytliius’ ^\alls; the love 
Mis subjects bore Ar^alia, which niiirht prove 
Her choice her liappinos; uitb all, how great 
A likelihood, it was but the r«‘treat 
Of royalty to a more safe disguise 
Mad sliew'd him to their state’s deluded eyes 
So mean a thiiiLr. Love’s houndle.ss rhetoric 
About to dictate more, be, \sitli a (juick 
.Vnd furious baste, Ibrs.d.es the room, his ragi 
Thus boiling o’er—“ And must m\ wretclied age 
Be thus by tbcc tormented? but take heed, 

(’orreet thy passions, or tlicir cause must bleed, 
Cntil be quench the llamc—” 

* Mcr soul, oppress'd, 

^^inks in a pale swoon, catebiug at the rest 
It must not yet enjoy; swiff lii^lp hauls light, 
J'hough faint and glimmering, to behold wliat nigiil 
Of grief o’ershadow’d her. You that have been 
Upon the rack of passion, tortured in 
The engines of forbidden love, that have 
Shed fruitless tears, spent hopeless sighs, to crave 
A rigid parent’s fair aspect, conceive 
What wild distraction seiz’d her. I must leave 
Her passions’ volume only to be read 
Within the breasts of such w hose hearts have bled 
'\t the like dangerous wounds.- 
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BOOK III. CANTO III. 

Through tlie dark path of dusty annals we, 

I.ed by liis valour’s light, return to see 
Argalia’s story, who hath, since that night 
Wherein he took that strange distracted flight 
From treaclierons Ardcnna, perform’d a course 
So full of threathiing dangers, that the force 
Of his protecting angel trembled to 
Support his fate, which crack’d the slender cle^^ 

Of destiny almost to death : his stars, 

Doubting their influence when such horrid wars 
The gods proclaim’d, withdrew their languish’d 
beams 

Beneath heaven’s spangled arch ; in pitchy streams 
The heavy clouds unlade their wombs, until 
The angry winds, fearing the floods should fill 
The air, the region where they ruled, did break 
Their marble lodgings; Nature’s self grew weak 
W^ith these distemperatiires, and sern.’d to draw 
Tow’rd dissolution—her neglected law 
Each element forgot. Th’ imprison’d flame, 

"When the clouds’ stock of moisture could not tame 
Its violence, in sulph’ry flashes broke 
Thorough the glaring air; the swohi clouds spoke 
In the loud voice of thunder; the sea raves 
And foams with anger, hurls his troubled waves 
High as the moon’s dull orb, whose waning light 
Withdrew to add more terror to the night. 
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VR<. \LIA TAKKN TRISONKll UY TllK TURKS. 

*•' 'riic Turks liiul oimlit 

r* 

>l;ulo desperate onslau^dits on the isle, but brought 
Nought back but wounds and inrain\ ; but now, 
W’cariod with toil, thc\ are resolv'd to bow 
'I'lieir stubborn resolutions witii the stVength 
()t‘not-to-l)e-resisted want: the length 
or the chronical disease extended had 
To some lew months, since to oppress the sad 
But constant islanders, the army lay, 

Circling their confines. \\’hil>t this tedious stay 
From battle rusts the soldier’.s valour in 
His tainted cabin, there had often been, 

With all variety of fortune, fought 

Brave single combats, wbose snecesh had brought 

Honour’s umvither’d laurels on the brow 


Of either party ; but the lialanci-, now 
Forc’d by the band of a In-ave 'furk, inclin'd 
Wholly to ilicin. Thrice bad bis valour shin’d 
In victory’s refulgent rays, thrice heard 
The shouts of compiest; thrice on his lance appearM 
The heads of noble Bhodians, which had struck 


A general sorrow ’mongst the knights. All Iook 
Who next the lists should enter; each desiri'^ 


The task were his, but honour now retpiircs 
A spirit more than vulgar, or she dies 
The next attempt, their valour’s sacrifice ; 
To prop whose ruins, chosen by' the free 
Consent of all, Argalia corncs to be 
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Their happy champion. Truce proclaim’d, until 
The combat ends th’ expecting people fill 
The spacious battlements ; the Turks forsake 
Their tents, of whom the city ladies take 
A dreadful view, till a more noble sight 
Diverts their looks; each part behold their knight 
With various wishes, wliilst in blood and sweat 
They toil for victory. The conflict’s heat 
Uaged in their veins, which honour more enflam'd 
Than burning calentures could do ; both blam’d 
The feeble influence of their stars, that gave 
No speedier conquest; each neglects to save 
Himself, to seek advantage to ottend 
His eager foe. * * * * * 

* * ^ But now so long 

The Turks’ proud champion had endured the strong 
Assaults of the stoui Christian, till his strength 
Cool’d, on the ground, with his blood—he fell at 
length. 

Beneath his conquering sword. The barbarous crew 
O’ the villains that did at a distance \ iew 
Their champion’s fall, all bands of truce forgot, 
Running to succour him, begin a hot 
And desperate combat with those knights that stand 
To aid Argalia, by whose conquering hand 
Whole squadrons of them fall, but here he spent 
His mighty spirit in vain, their cannons rent 
His scatter’d troops. 
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Aro-alia lies in chains, ordain’d to die 
A sacrifice unto the cracky 
Of the fierce hasliaw, whose lovM favourite in 
I'hc combat late he slew; vet had not hcen 
In that so much unhappy, had not lie. 

That honour’d then his sword with victor}', 
Half-brother to Jaiuisa been, a bright 
But cruel lady, whose refined delight, 

Her slave (though husband), Annnurat, durst not 
RufHe with discontent; wherefore, to eool that hot 
Contention of her blood, which he foresaw 
That heavy news would from her ancer di^nv. 

To quench with the brave Chri'.tian’s death, lie sent 
Him living to her, that her angi-r^ spent 
In flaming torments, might not si'ttle in 
The dregs of discontent. Slaving to win 
Some Rhodian castles, all the prisoners were 
Sent wdth u guard into Sardinia, there' 

To meet their wretched thraldom. Ihoin the res' 
Argalia sever’d, soon hojies to be blest 
With speedy death, though waited on by all 
riic hell-instructed torments tliat could lull 
W'itliin invention’'^ reach ; but he’.s not yet 
Arriv’d to hi.s jieriod, his unniov’ii stars sit 
Thus in their orbs secured. It was the use 
Of th’ Turkish pride, which triumphs in th’ abus< 

Of suffering Cfliristitins, once, before they taki- 
The ornaments of nature off, to make 
Their pris’ners public to the view, that all 
Might mock their miscrie? : this sight did cal! 
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Janusa to her palace window, where, 

Whilst she beholds them, love resolv’d to bear 
Her ruin on her treacherous eye-beams, till 
Her heart infected grew; their orbs did fill. 

As the most pleasing object, with the sight 
Of him whose sword open’d u way for the fliglit 
Of her lov’d brother’s soul. At the first view 
Passion had struck her dumb, but when It grew 
Into desire, she speedily did send 
To have his name—w'hich knowm, hate did defend 
Her heart; besieg’d with love, she sighs, and straight 
Commands him to a dungeon : but love’s bait 
Cannot be so cast up, tliough to efface 
His image from her soul she strives. The place 
For execution she commands to be 
’Gainst the next day prepar’d; but rest and she 
Grow enemies about it: if she steal 
A slumber from her thoughts, that doth reveal 
Her passions in a dream, sometimes she thought 
She saw her Iwother’s pale grim ghost, that broiighc 
Ilis grisl}^ wounds to shew her, smcai 'd in blood, 
Standing before her sight; and by that flood 
Those red streams wxpt, imploring vengeance, then, 
Enraged, slic cries, ‘‘ O, let him die!” But when 
Her slccp-imprison’d fancy, wand’ring in 
The shades of darken’d reason, did begin 
To draw Argalia’s image on her soul, 

Love’s sovereign power did suddenly controul 
The strength of those abortive embryos, sprung 
From smotlier’d anger. The glad birds had sung 
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A lullaby to niglit, the lark was fled. 

On dropping wings, up iVom Iiis dewy bed, 

To fan them in the ri.sing simbeams, ere 

Whose early reign Janusu, that could bear 

No lotigor lockt within her breast so great 

An army of rebellious passions, heat 

From reason’s coiujuer’d I’ortress, did unfold 

Her tlioughts to Alanto, a stout wench, whose bohl 

Wit, join’d with zeal to serve her, had endear'd 

Her to her best alfections. Having clear’d 

All doubts with hopelul promises, her maid. 

By wlmsr dost' wiles this plot must be cmney’d. 
To secret action of lier council makes 
IVo eunuch pandars, by whose help she takes 
Argalia from his kei'per’s charge, as to 
Suffer more torments than the rest sliould do, 

And lodgM liim in that castle to alfright 
And soften hi . great soul with fear, 'fhe light, 
Which lent its beams into the dismal place 
In which h»‘ l.iy, withinit presents the flee 
Of horror '-mear’d in hlood ; a sgalfold hiiilt 
To be the siiige ol umnler, blusht with guilt 
Of Cbrislian blood, l)v several torments let 
From tb’ iuij)risoning veins, i bis object set 
To startle bis rc.'.olvcs if good, and make 


His future io's more welcome, coidd not shake 
nie ln‘av’n-l)iiilt. pillars of Ins soul, vrj)(*d 
Stead}^ thougli in the slippery pith- <''‘l)!ood. 
The gloomy mght now sat enihron’d in dead 
And silent shadows- iiiidniglit cuitains spread 
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The earth in black for what the falling day 
Had blush’d in fire, whilst the brave prisoner lay. 
Circled in darkness, yet in those shades spends 
The hours with angels, whose assistance lends 

Strength to the wdngs of faith. 
******** 

He beholds 

A glimmering light, whose near ap[)roach unfolds 
The leaves of darkness. While his wonder grows 
Big with amazenient, the dim taper shews 
False Manto enter’d, who, prepared to be 
A bawd unto lier lustful inistresb, came, 

Not with persuasive rhetoric to inflame 
A heart congeal’d with death’s approach. 
*** ***** 

Most blest of men! 

Compose thy w’ondcr, and let oidy joy 
Dwell in thy soul. M 3 ' couiing’s to destro}-. 

Not nurse th 3 ^ trembling fears: be but so wise 
To follow thy swift fate, and thou niayst rise 
Above the reach of danger, fn thy arms 
Circle that power whose radiant brightness charm^ 
Fierce AmniuratVs anger, when his crescents shine 
In a full orb of forces ; what was thine 
Ere made a prisoner, though the doubtful state 
Of her best Christian monarch, will abate 
Its splendour, when that daughter of the night. 
Thy feeble star, shines in a heaven of light. 

If life or liberty, then, bear a shape 
Worthy thy courting, swear not to escape 
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By the attempts of strength, and I will free 
The iron bonds of thy captivity. 

A solemn oath, by that great power he serv’d. 
Took, and believ’d : his i)ope:» no longer starv'd 
In expectation. From that swarthy seat 
Of sad despair, his narrow jail, replete 
With la/y damps, she leads him to a room 
In whose delights jo>'s summer seem’d to bloom, 
There left him to the brisk society 
Of costly baths and (’orsic wines, whose high 
And sprightly tempers from cool sherbets found 
A calm allv; here his harsh tlioimhts unwound 
Themselves in pleasure, as not fearing fate 
So much, hut that he dares to recreate 
Ilis spin!, by unwitldy action tired. 

With all that lust into no crime had fired. 

B}^ mutes, those sihmt ministers of sin. 

Ills sullied garimmis were remov’d, and in 
Their place such various habits laid, as pride 
Wouhl clothe lier favourites with. * 

-x- * -X- /- y- ' 

Unruillcd here hy the rash wearer, rests 
Pair Fers'an mantles, rieh Selavonian vests, 

V. jf y i- y- •• J- 

Though on this swift variety of fate 
He looks with wonder, yet his brave soul sate 
Too safe within her guards of reason, to 
Be shook with passion : that there’s something lu 
And strange approaching after such a storm, 

This gentle calm assures him. "'• 


i ( 2 
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****** ** 

His limbs from wounds but late recover’d, now 
Refrcsht with liquid odours, did allow 
Their suppled nerves no softer rest, but in 
Such robes as wore their ornament within, 

Veil’d o’er their beauty, * * x- * 

******** 

His guilty conduct now had brought him near 
Janusa’s room, the glaring lights appear 
Thorough the window’s crystal walls, the strong 
Perfumes of balmy incense inixt among 
The wand’ring atoms of the air did fly. 

* * * * The open doors allow 

A free access into the room, where come. 

Such real forms he saw as would strike dumb 
The Alcoran’s tales of Paradise, the fair 
And sparkling gems i’ the gilded roof impair 
Tlieir taper s fire, yet both themselves confess 
Weak to those flames Janusa’s cye.^ possess. 

With such a joy as bodies that do long 
For souls, shall meet them in the doomsday throng, 
She that ruled princes, though not passions, sate 
Waiting her lover, on a throne whose state 
Epitomiz’d the empire’s wealth; her robe. 

With costly pride, had robb’d the chequer’d globe 
Of its most fair and orient jewels, to 
Enhance its value; captive princes who 
Had lost their crowns, might there those gems have 
seen. 
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Placed in a scat near her bright tlirone, to stir 
His settled thoughts slie thus begins: “ From her 
Your sword hath so much injur’d as to shed 
Blood so near kin to mine, that it was fed 
By the same milky fountains, and within 
One womb warm’d into life, is such a sin 
I could not pardon, did not love coiimiit 
A rape upon my mercy: all the wit 
Of man in vain inventions had been lost, 

Ere thou redeem’d; whicli now, although it co.st 
The ])rice of all my honours, I will do: 

Be but so full of gratitude as to 

Repay my care wdth love. Why tlost thou thus 

Sit dumb to my discourse ? it lies in us 

To raise or ruin thee, and make my way 

Thorough their bloods that our embraces stay.” 

■It * y.- -x- * X -X X 

To charm those sullen spirits that within 

The dark cells of his conscience might have been 

Yet by religion liid—that gift (livine. 

The soul’s composure, music, did refine 
The lazy air, whose polish’d harmony, 

Whilst dancing in redoubled echoes, by 
A wanton song w^as answer’d, whose each part 
Invites the hearing to betray the heart. 

Having with all these choice flowers strew’d the way 
That leads to lust, to shun the slow decay 
Of his approach, her sickly passions haste 
To die in action. “ Come,” she cries, w'c waste 
The precious minutes. Now thou knowest for what 
Thou’rt sent for hither.” 
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Brave Argalla sits, 

With virtue cool’d. ^ ^ * * 

* * * And must my freedom then 

At such a rate be purchas’d ? rather, when 
My life expires in torments, let my name 
Forgotten die, than live in black-moiith’d fame, 

A servant to thy lust. Go, tempt thy own 
Damn’d infidels to sin, that ne’er had known 
The way to virtue : not this cobweb veil 
Of beauty, which thou wear’st but as a jail 
To a soul pale with guilt, can cover o’er 

Thy mind’s deformity. * * 

******** 

Rent from these gilded pleasures, send me to 
A dungeon dark as hell, where shadows do 
Reign in eternal sihaicc; let these rich 
And cosily robes, the gaudy trappings which 
Thou incan’st to clothe my sin in, be exchang’d 
For sordid rags. When thy fierce spleen hath 
rang’d 

Through all invtaitcd torments, choose the worst 
To punish my denial; less accurst 
I so shall perish, than if by consent 
I taught thy guilty thoughts how to augment 
Their sin in action, and, b}" giving case 
To thy blood’s fever, took its loath’d disease. 

* * * Her look. 

Cast like a felon’s-* ){■ ** 

Was sad; with silent grief the room she leaves. 
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KOOK lir. canto IV. 

Ouii noble captive, to fair xirtiio’s throne 
In safety past, tliou^li through lust’s burning zone, 
Finds in his dungeon\'> Iji/a dain})s a rest 
More sweet, though witli the heavy weights oppress’d 
Of iron bondage, than it’they had been 

C’ •I’ 

Love’s amorous wreaths. 

^ * But she breathes eur.''es in 

Her soul’s pale agony. ' ^ 

And now she steeps 

Her down in tears—tiood of sorrow weeps, 

Of power (if penitent) to expiate 
Youth’s vigorous sins; hut all her mourning sate 
Heneath a darker veil than that which shades 
Repentant grief. * ^ y 

So far the fair Janusa in tliis sad 
Region of grief had gone, till sorrow had 
That fever turn’d, upon wJiosc flaming wings 
At first love only sate, to one which Inings 
Death’s. s\mptums near the heart. 

* * * * The rose had lost 

His ensigns in her cheeks, and though it cost 
Pains near to death, the lily luul alone 
Set his pale banners up ; no brightness shone 
Within her eye’s dim orbs, w ho^e fading light 
Reing quencii’d in death, had set in endless night. 
Had not the wise endeavours of her maid. 

The careful Manto, grief’s pale scouts betray’d, 

By sly deceit. 
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Although she cures not, yet gives present ease, 

By laying opiates to the harsh disease. 

A letter, which did for uncivil blame 
His first denial, in the stranger’s name 
Disguis’d, she gives her; wliich, with e 3 '^es that did 
O’erflow with joy, read o’er, had soon forbid 
Grief’s sullen progress, whose next stage had been 
0*er life’s short road, the grave—death’s quiet inn, 
From whose dark terror, by this gleam of light. 
Like trembling children by a lamp’s weak light, 
Freed from night’s dreadilil shadows, she embraced 
Sleep, nature’s darkness— * * * * 

* * * * and upon the wings 

Of airy hope, that wanton bird which sings 
As soon as fledg’d, advanc’d her to survc}'^ 

The dawning beauties of a long'd-for day. 

* -X- -X- -K- -X- -X- * 

But ere this pyramid of pleasure to 

Its height arrives—with’s presence to undo 

The golden structure—dreadful Ammurat, 

From his floating mansion lately landed at 
The city’s port, impatient love had brought 
In an untimely visit. * * * 

* -X- X- X: -X- X- X' * 

He enters, and she faints ! in which pale trance 
His pity finds her, but to no such chance 
Imputes the cause: rather conceives it joy. 

Whose rushing torrent made her heart employ’^ 

Its nimble servants, all her spirits, to 
Prevent a deluge, which might else undo 
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Love’s new made commonwealth. But whilst his 
care 

Hastens to help, her fortune did declare 
Her sorrow’s dark enigma; from her bed 
The letter dropt—which, when life’s army fled. 
Their frontier garrisons neglected, had 
Been left within’t—this seen, declares a sad 
Truth to th’ amazed Bassa, though 'twere mixt 
With subtle falsehood. While he stands, betwixt 
High rage and grief distracted, doubtful yet 
In what new dress to wear revenge, the fit 
Forsakes Janusa ; who, not knowing she 
Detected stood of lust’s conspiracy 
’Gainst honour’s royal charter, from a low 
Voice strains a welcome, which did seem to flow 
From fickle discontent, such as the weak 
Lungs breathe their thoughts in whilst their fibres 
break. 

To counterfeited slumbers leaving her. 

He’s gone with silent anger to confer; 

With such a farewell as kind husbands leave 
Their pregnant wives, preparing to receive 
A mother’s first of blessings, lie forsakes 
The room, and into strict enquiry takes 
The wretched Manto, who, ere she could call 
Excii-c to aid, surpris’d, discovers all. 
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The captive Argalia is again brought before Janusa, wlio is un¬ 
conscious that the ]3assa liad ro.'ul the letter. Aininurat, In the 
mean time, is concealed to watch the interview. 

Plac’d, by false Manto, in a closet, which, 

Silent and sad, had only to enrich 
Its roof with light, some few neglected beams 
Sent from Janusa's room, which serve as streams 
To watch intelligence; here he beheld. 

Whilst she who with his absence had expcll’d 
All thoughtful cares, was with her joy swell’d high, 
As captives arc when call’d to liberty. 

Perfum’d and costly, her fair bed was more 
Adorn’d than shrines which costly kings adore; 
Incense, in smoky curls, climbs to the fair 
Poof, whilst clioice music rarifies the air; 

Each element in more perfection here. 

Than in the first creation did appear, 

Yet liv’d in harmony : tlie wing’d fire lent 
Perfumes to the air, that to moist cordials pent 
In crystal vials, strength; and those impart 
Their vigour to that ball of earth, the heart. 

The nice eye here epitomiz’d might sec 
Rich Persia’s wealth, and old Rome’s luxury. 

But now, like Nature’s new-made favourite. 

Who, until all created for delight 
Was framed, did ne’er see Paradise, comes in 
Deceived Argalia, thinking he had been 
Call’d thither to behold a penitent. 
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^ ^ With such a high 

Heroic scorn as aged saints that die, 

Heavcirs (av*ritos, leave tlio trivial world—he slights 
That gilded pomp; no splendent beam invites 
Ilis serious eye to meet their objects in 
An amorous glance, reserved as he had been 
Hefore his grave confessor: he beholds 
Beauty’s bright magic, while its art imfolds 
Great love’s mysterious riddles, and commands 
Captive Janusa to infringe the bands 
Of matrimonial modesty. When all 
Temptation fails, she leaves her throne to fall, 

The scorn of greatness, at his fei‘t: but prayer, 
Like flattery, expires in useless air, 

Too weak to batter that firm contldenee 
Their torment’s thunder could not shake. From 
hence 

Despair, love’s tyrant, had enforced her to 
More wild attempts, had not her Ammurat, who. 
Unseen, bi lu ld all this, jirevcnted, hy 
His sight, tile death ol‘bleeding modesty. 

Made swift with rage, the ruflled curtain flics 
His angry touch—he enters—fixl his eyes, 

From w'henci' some drops of rage distil, on her 
Whose heart had lent her liice its character. 

Wliilst he stoofl red with flaming anger, she 
Looks pale with fear—passion’s disparity 
Dwelt in their troubled breasts; bis wild eyes stood 
Like comets, when attracting storms of blood 
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Shook with portentous sad, w'hilst hers sate 
Like the dull earth, when trembling at the fate 
Of those ensuing evils—heavy fixt 
Witliin their orbs. Passions thus strangely mixt. 
No various fever ere created in 
The phrenzied brain, when sleep’s sweet calm had 
been 

From her soft throne deposed. 

* * X- X X- * 

So having paus’d, his dreadful voice thus broke 
The dismal silence. 

Thou curse of my nativity, that more 
Affects me than eternal wrath can do— 

Spirits condemn’d, some bends, instruct me to 
Heighten revenge to thy desert; but so 
I should do more than mortals may, and throw 
Thy spotted soul to flames. Yet I will give 
Its passport hence ; for think not to outlive 
This hour, this latal hour, ordain’d to sec 
More than an age before of tragedy. 
***** *** 

* * * * Fearing tears should win 

The victory of anger, Ammurat draws 

His scymitar, which had in blood writ laws 
For conquer’d provinces, and with a swift 
And cruel rage, ere penitence could lift 
Her burthen’d soul in a repentant thought 
Tow’rds heaven, sheathes the cold steel in her soft 
And snowy breast: with a loud groan she falls 
Upon the bloody floor, half breathless, calls 
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.For his untimely pity; but perceiving 
The fleeting spirits, with her blood, were leaving 
Her heart unguarded, she implores that hreath 
Which yet remain’d, not to bewail her death. 

But beg his life that caused it—on her knees. 
Struggling to rise. But now calm’d Ammurnt frees 
Her from disturbing death, in his last great work, 
And thus declares some virtue in a Turk. 

I have, brave Christian, by perusing thee 
In this great art of honour, learnt to be, 

Too late, thy follower : this ring (with that 
Gives him his signet) shall, when (|UCstion’d at 
The castle guards, thy safely be. And non 
I sec her blood’s low water doth allow 
Me only time to launch iny soul’s black bark 
Into death’s rubric sea—for to llui dark 
And silent region, though we here were by 
Passion divorced, fortune shall not deny 
Our souls to sail together. hVom thy eyes 
Remove death’s load, and see what sacrillce 
My love is offering. With that word, a stroke 
Pierces his brea.t, whose speedy- j)ains invoke 
Death’s opiates Lo appease them: lie sinks down 
By *3 dying wife, who, ere the cold flood drown 
Life in the deluge of her wounds, once more 
Betrays her eyes lo the liglit; and though they wore 
The M^eight of death upon ihcir lids, did keep 
Them so long open, till the icy sleep 
Began to seize on him, and then she cries— 

O see, just hcav’n! see, sec my Animurat dies, 
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To wander with me in the unknown shade 

Of immortality—lint I have made 

The wounds that murther’d both : his hand that gave 

Mine, did but gently let me blood to save 

An everlasting fever. Pardon me, 

My dear, my dying lord. Ktcrnity 

Shall see my soul white-wash'd in tears 3 but oh ! 

I now feel time’s dear want—they will not flow 
Fast as my stream of blood. Christian, farewell! 
Whene’er thou dost our tragic story tell, 

Do not extenuate my crimes, but let 
Them in their own black characters be set. 

Near Ammurat’s bright virtues', that, read by 
Th’ unpractised lover, wliicb po^terity, 

Whilst wanton wiiidis play with our dust, shall raise 
On beauties; that the good may justice praise 
By his example, and the bad by mine 
From vice’s throne be scared to virtue’s siirinc. 

* * * ^ * This, 

She cries, is our last interview'—a kiss 

Then joins their bloodless lips—each close the eyes 

Of the other, whilst the parting spirit flies. 



IIICHAIID LOVELACK. 

1)1 Kl) 1658. 


Tins gallant, unfortunate iiiiin, who was nuicli dis¬ 
tinguished for the heauty of his person, was the sou 
of Sir William Lovelace, of W^iolwieh, in Kent. 
After taking a master’s degree at Cambridge, he 
was for some time an officer in the army; but 
returned to his native country alter the pacifica¬ 
tion of Berwick, and took possession of his paternal 
estate, worth about 5 () 0 /. per annum. About the 
same time he w^as de[)Uted by the couniv of Kent 
to deliver their petition to the House of ('ommons, 
for restoring the king lo his rights, and settling the 
government, 'fiiis petition gave such olfence that he 
was committed to the (late-house prison, and only 
released on finding bail to an (enormous amount not 
to pass beyond the lines of communication. During 
his confinement to London Jiis tbrtune was wasted in 
support of the royal cause. In J646 lie formed a 
regiment for the service ol the ItcjicIi king, was 
colonel of it, and was wounded at Dunkirk. On 
this occasion his mistress, Lucasta, a Miss Lucy 
Sachcvcrcl, married another, hearing that he had 
died of his wounds. At the end of two years he 
returned to England, and was again imprisoned till 
after the death of Charles I. lie was then at liberty; 
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but, according to Wood, was left in the most desti¬ 
tute circumstances, his estate being gone. He, who 
had been the favourite of courts, is represented as 
having lodged in the most obscure recesses of po¬ 
verty', and died in great misery in a lodging near 
ShoC'lane. 


SONG. 


TO ALTHEA, FROM PRISON. 

When Love, with unconfincd wings, 
Hovers within niy gates, 

And my divine Althea brings 
To whisper at the grates; 

When I lie tangled in her hair. 

And fetter’d to her eye,— 

Tlie birds, that wanton in the air, 
Know no such liberty. 

When flowing cups run swiftly round 
With no allaying Thames, 

Our careless heads with roses bound, 
Our hearts with loyal flames; 


’ The compiler of the Biographia Drtiniafu.i irraarks that Wood 
luuiit have exaggerated Lovelace’s pov^*rty, I'or his daughter and 
sole heir married the sun of Lord Ciiiof .Tustice Cuke, and bruugJii 
to lier husband the estates of her father at Kin<'’s-duwn in Kent 
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When tliirsty jjjrief in wine we steep, 
When hcaltlis and draughts go free,— 
Fishes, that tipple in the deep. 

Know no such libert}'. 

Wlicii, like eoinniitted linnets, I 
With shriller tliroat shall sing 
The sweetness, mercy* majesty. 

And glories of my king; 

When I shall voice aloud how good 
Ho is, how great should be,— 
Enlarged winds, that curl the flood. 
Know no such libert}'. 

Stone walls do not a prison niahc'. 

Nor iron bars a cage; 

Minds innocent and (juict take 

That for an hermitage. 

If I have iVeedom in my love. 

And in mv soul am fret*,— 

*■ 

Angels alone, that soar above. 

Enjoy buch liberty. 


SONG. 

Amarantiia, sweet and fair. 
Foi*bear to braid that shining liair; 
As my curious hand or eye. 
Hovering round thee, let it fly : 

Let it fly as unconfin’d 
As its ravishcr the wind, 
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Who has left his darling east 
To wanton o’er this spicy nest. 

Every tress must be confess’d 
But neatly tangled at the best. 

Like a clew of golden thread 
Most excellently ravelled: 

Do not then wind up that light 
In ribbands, and o’ercloud the night: 
Like the sun in his early ray. 

But shake your head and scatter day. 


A iXK).SH SARABAND. 

An me, the little tyrant thief. 

As once my heart was playing, 

lie snatch’d it up, and flew away, 
Laughing at all my praying. 

Proud of his purchase, he surveys. 
And curiously sounds it; 

And though he sees it full of wounds. 
Cruel still on he wounds it. 

And now this heart is all his sport. 
Which as a ball he boundeth. 

From hand to hand, from breast to lip. 
And all its rest confoundeth. 

Then as a top he sets it up. 

And pitifully whips it; 
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ijometinies ho clothes it gay and fine, 
Then straight again he strips it. 

He cover’d it with false belief, 

Which gloriously shew’d it; 

And for a niorning ciisliionet 
Oil’s mother he bestow’d it, 

Kaeh day with her small brazen stings 
A thousand times she rac’d it; 

Hut then at night, bright with her gems, 
Once near her breast she plac’d it. 

Then warm it 'gan to throb and bleed, 
She knew'^ that sniar( and grieved ; 

At length this poor c*ondemne<l heart, 

\\ ith these rieh drugs reprieved. 

She wash’d tlu; wound with a fri*sh tear. 
Which my [^ucasta dropped ; 

And ill the sleeve silk of lier hair 
”Twas hard hoiiiul nj* anil wrapped 

She probed it with her coustancy. 

And found no rancor nigh it; 

Onl3" the anger oi* her eye 

Had ivruuglit some proud tlesli nigh e. 

I'lien pressed she hard in every vein. 
Which from her kisses thrilled, 

^nd with the balm l^eal’d all its puin 
That from her hand distilled. 


li 1) 
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But yet this heart avoids me still. 
Will not by me be owned j 
But, fled to its physician*s breast. 
There proudly sits enthroned. 


ANONYMOUS. 


I KOM I.AW£S*S AYUJiS AND D1A1X>GU£S. 

Hi: that loves a rosy check. 

Or a coral lip admires. 

Or from star-like eyes doth seek 
Fuel to maintain his Arcs; 

.'\s old Time makes these decay. 

So his flames must waste away. 

But a smooth and stediast mind. 

Gentle thoughts and calm desires. 
Hearts with equal love comblnM, 

Kindle never dying fires: 

Where these arc not 1 despise 
Lovely cheeks, or lips, or eyes. 

Celia, now no tears can win 
My rcsolvM heart to return; 

1 have search’d thy soul within. 

And find nought but pride and scorn : 
I have learnt those arts, and now 
Can disdain as well as thou. 
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FROM SELECT AYRES AM> DIAUKiUES, BY LAWKS. 

\65g. 

I DO confess tliou'rt smooth iind fair, 

And I might liiivc gone far to love thee, 

Had I not found the sliglitest prayer 

That lip could move had power to move thee; 
But I cun let thee now alone, 

As worthy to he loved by none. 

1 do confess thou’i-t sweet, yci find 
Thee such an uiitiiriit of thy sweets. 

Thy favours arc but like the wind, 

Which kisseth every thing it meets; 

And since thou canst w itii more than one, 
Tliou’rt worth} to he loved by none. 

Tlie morning-rose, that untouched stands 
Arm’d witli her briars, how rude she smells; 
But pluck’d and strain’d through ruder hands. 
Her sweet no longer with her dwells ; 

/Vnd scent and beauty botii are gone. 

And leaves full from her one by one. 

Such fate ere long will thee betide, 

When thou hast handled been awhile; 

With scar flowVs to be thrown aside. 

And shall sigh when some shall smile 
To see thy love to every one 
Hath brought thee to be loved by none. 
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From “ Cromwell’s Conspiracy, a Iragi-comedy, relating to our 
latter Times ; beginning at the death of King Charles the First, 
and ending with the happy Keslaiiration of King Charles the 
Second. Written by a Person of Quality.” 4to. Loud. 1G60. 
At p. 11, is the following 

SONG. 

llow happy’s the pris’ner that conquers his fate 
With silence, and ne’er on bad fortune complains, 
But carelessly plays with his keys on llie grate, 
And makes a sweet concert witli them and his 
chains ! 

He drowns care with sack, while his thoughts are 
opprest. 

And makes his heart float like a cork in his breast. 

Then since w’arti all slaves who islanders be, 

And the world’s a large prison enclos’ii with the sea, 
Wc will drink up the ocean, and set ourselves free. 
Tor man is the w orld’s epitome. 

Let tyrants wear purple, deep dy’d in the blood 
Of them they have slain, their sceptres to sway: 
li our conscience he clear, and our title be good 
To the rags that hang on us, w’are richertlianthey: 
We’ll drink down at night what we beg or can borrow, 
And sleep without plotting for more the next morrow. 
Then since w’arc all slaves, &c. 

Come, drawer, and fill us a peck of Canary, 

One brimmer shall bid all our senses good night. 
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When old Aristotle was frolic and merry. 

By the juice of the grape he turn’d Stagyrite; 
Copernicus once in a drunken fit found 
By the course of his brains that the world turn'd 
round. 

Then since w’arc all slaves, &c. 

’Tis sack makes our faces like comets to shine, 

And gives beauty beyond a complexion mask; 
Diogenes fell so in love with hi.s wine, 

That when 'twas all out he still liv’d in the cask, 
And he so lov’d the scent of the wainscotted room, 
That dying he desir’d a tub for his tomb. 

Then since w’are all slaves, &c. 

U|*ON AMnn iON. 

Occasioned by tiu' accusation of the Earl of Strafford in 1G40. 
From the lluni|), a culhxlioii of poems and songs relating to tlic 
times from iGoiJ lo KiCl. Lond. printed lGfi2. 

How uncertain is the state 
Of that greatness wc adore; 

When ambitiously wc soar. 

And have taken the glorious height, 

*Tis hut ruin gilded o’er, 

To enslave us to our fate; 

Whose false delight is easier got than kept. 
Content ne’er on its gaudy pillow slept. 

Then how fondly do we try, 

With such superstitious care, 
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To build fabrics in the air; 

Or seek safety in the sky, 

Where no stars but meteors are 
To portend a ruin nigh: 

And having reach'd the object of our aim. 
We find it but a pyramid of dame. 


fjOYAL'l’Y CONFINKD. 
rROM THE SAME. 

Ascribed to Itogcr L’Estrjinge. 

Beat on, proud billows; Boreas, blow; 

Swell, curled waves, high as Jove's roof; 

Your incivility doth show 
That innocence is tempest-proof: 

Though surly Ncreus frown, my thoughts arc calm, 
Then strike, Aflfliction, for thy wounds are balm. 

That which the world miscalls a gaol, 

A private closet is to me; 

Whilst a good conscience is my bail, 

And innocence my liberty : 

Locks, bars, and solitude together met. 

Makes me no prisoner, but an anchoret. 

I, whilst 1 wish’d to be retir’d. 

Into this private room was turn’d. 

As if their wisdom had conspir’d 
The salamander should be burn’d; 

Or like a Sophy, that would drown a fish, 

I am constrain’d to suffer what 1 wish. 
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The Cynic hugs his poverty. 

The pelican her wilderness; 

And ’tis the Indian’s pride to be 
Naked on tV(»zen Caucasus: 

Contentment cannot >mart, Stoics we sec 
Make torments easy to their apathy. 

****** * 

Tin in tliis cabinet lock’d up. 

Like some high-prized margaritc*; 

Or, like some Oreat ^logul, or Pope, 

Ain cloister’d up IVom public sight: 
Hetireniont is a piece ol majesty, 

A.nd thus, proud Sultan, I'm as great as thee. 

Here sin ti)r want oC food must starve, 

Where temj)ting objects are not seen; 

And these ‘^tiong walls do only serve 
To keep vice o\»t, and kt‘ep me in : 

Malice of late’s grown eh.iritable sure, 

I’m not committed, but 1 in kept secure. 


< -y * * * * 

tlavc you not seen the nightingale, 

A pilgrim coop’d into a cage, 

How doth she chant her wonted tale 
In that her narrow hermitage ? 

Kv’n there her charming melody doth prove 
That all her boughs arc trees, her cage a grove. 

• A precious *ton^*. 



410 


CATlIfiHlNE PHILLIPS. 


My soul is free as th* ambient air, 

Although my baser part’s immur’d, 

Whilst loyal thoughts do still repair, 

T’ accompany my solitude: 

And though immur’d, yet I can chirp and sing, 
Disgrace to rebels, glory to my king. 

What though I cannot sec my king. 

Neither in his person or his coin. 

Yet contemplation is a thing, 

That renders what I have not mijic. 

My king from me what adamant can pari, 
Whom 1 do wear engraven on my heart ? 

1 am that bird whom they combine 
Thus to deprive of liberty; 

But though they do my corpse confine. 

Yet, maugre hate, my soul is free. 

Although rebellion do my body bind. 

My king can only captivate mind. 


( ATHEllINE PHILLIPS. 

BORN 1631 .— DIED 1064 . 


Mrs. Catherine Phillips, wife of James Phillips, 
Bsq. of the Priory of Cardigan. Her maiden name 
was Fowler, She died of the small pox, in her 
thirty-third year. The matchless Orinda, as she 
was called, cannot be said to have been a woman of 
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j^enius; but her verses betoken an interesting and 
placid entliiisiasni of heart, and a cultivated taste, 
that form a beautiful specimen of female character. 
She translated two of the tragedies »)f Corneille, and 
left a volume of letters to Sir Charles Cottercll, which 
were published a considerable time after her death. 
Jeremy Taylor addressed to her his “ Measures and 
Offices of Friendship,’* and Cowley, as also Flatman, 
his imitator, honoured her memory with poetical 
tributes. 


TIIK KNQLURY. 

Ik wc no old historian’s name 
Ant]]cntic will admit. 

But think all said of friendship’s lame 
But [Kjctry or wit; 

Vet what’s rever'd by minds so pure 
Must be a bright idea sure. 

But as oLir immortality 
Bj innard sense we (ind, 

Judging that if it could not he. 

It would not be design’d: 

So here how could sucli ropies fall, 

If there were no original ^ 

But if truth be in ancient .song, 

Or story wc believe; 

It'the inspir’d and greater throng 
Have scorned to drccive 
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There have been hearts whose friendship gave 
Them thoughts at once both soft and grave. 

Among that consecrated crew 
Some more seraphic shade 
Lend me a favourable clew, 

Now mists my eyes invade. 

Why, having fill’d the world with fame, 

Left you so little of your flame ? 

Why is’t so difficult to see 
Two bodies and one mind ? 

And why are those who else agree 
So difficultly kind ? 

Hath nature such fantastic art. 

That she can vary every heart ? 

Why are the bands of friendship tied 
With so remiss a knot. 

That by the most it is defied. 

And by the most forgot? 

Why do wc step with so light sense 
From friendship to indifference ? 

If friendship sympathy impart, 

AVhy this ill-shuffled game, 

That heart can never meet with heart. 

Or flame encounter flame ? 

What does this cruelty create ? 

Is’t the intrigue of love or fate ? 
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Had friendship ne’er been known to men, 
(The ghost at last confest) 

Tlic world had then a stranger been 
To nil that hcav’n possest. 

Hut could it all he here acc|uirM, 

Not heav’n itself would he desir’d. 


A FlUENU. 

Lovr, nature’s plot, this great creation’s soul, 

'flic being and the harmony of things. 

Doth still preserve and propagate the uliole, 

hVoin whence man’s happiness and safety springs: 
'fhc earliest, whitest, blesscdst times did draw 
From her alone their universal law. 

Friendship’s an abstract of this noble (lame, 

*Tis love refin’d and purg'd from all its dross, 
The nex-t to angels’ love, if not the same, 

As strong in passion is, tiiough not so gross: 

It antedates a glad eternity. 

And is an heaven in epitome. 

-v ^ -X- Tf- X- -X- X- 

Fssential honour must lie in a friend, 

Not such as eveiy breath lims to ard IVo; 
r>nt born within, is its own judge and end. 

And dares not sin though sure that none should 
know. 

Where friendship’s spoke, iioncsty’s understood ; 
For iioiie can be a friend that is not good. 
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********* 

Thick waters shew no images of things; 

Friends arc each other’s mirrors, and should l)c 
Clearer than crystal or the mountain springs. 

And free from clouds, design, or flattery. 

For vulgar souls no part of friendship share; 

Poets and friends arc born to what they are. 


WILLIAM IIEMINGE. 


This writer was the son of John Heminge tlie 
famous player, who was contemporary with She!.- 
speare, and whose name is prefixed, together with 
that of Condcll, to the folio edition of the great 
poet’s works. He w as born in l602, and receive,d 
his education at Oxford. This is all that is im n- 
tioned of him by the compilers of the Piographia 
Draniatica. 


FROM THE FATAL CONTRACT, 

ACT H. SCENE II. 

Aphcliu has been contracted by mutual vows to Clovis, youn^ei 
brother of the young king of France, Clotair, and imagines in 
this scene tliat she is to be brought into the presence of Clovis, 
instead of whom she is brought to Clotfiir by the trcach('iy of 
the Eunuch. 

Enter Aphelia, and the Eunuch xvith a xvn.i-taper, 

Aph. Into what labyrinth do you lead me, sir? 
What by, perplexed ways ? I should much fear. 
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Had you not us’d his name, which is to me 
A strength 'gainst terror, and himself so good. 
Occasion cannot var}', nor the night, 

Youth, nor his wild desire ; otherwise 
A silent sorrow from mine eyes would steal, 

And tell sad stories for me. 

Euii. You are too tender of your honour, lady, 
Too full of aguish trenihling; the noble prince 
Is as December frosty in desire; 

Save what is lawful, he not owns that heat. 

Which, were you snow, would thaw a tear from you. 
y/y;/'. This is the place appointed : pray heaven^ 
all things 

Go welll 

Eufi. I will go call him; please you rest yourself’ 
Here lies a book will bear you company 
Till I return, which will be presently.— 

JApjielia rcru/s ihr hook- 
Hither I’ll send the king; not that 1 mean 
To give him leave to cool his burning lust, 

For Clovis shall prevent liini in the fact, 

And thus I shall endear myself to both. 

Clovis, enraged, perhaps will kill the king, 

Or by the king will perish: if both fall, 

Or either, both ways make for me. 

The queen as rootedly does hate her eons 

As I her ladyship. To see this fray 

She must be brought by me : she’ll steel them on 

To one another’s damage; for her sake 

I’ll say I set on foot this hopeful brawl. 
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Thus on all sides the eunuch will play foul, 

And as his face is black he’ll have his soul. 

(Reading,) How witty sorrow has found out 
discourse 

Fitting a midnight season: here I sec 
One bath’d in virgin’s tears, whose purity 
Might blanch a black-a-moor, turn nature’s stream 
Back on itself words pure, and of that strain 
Might move the Farcjc to bo pitiful. 

I'lnicr (’ lotaih . 

Clot, Methinks I stand like Tarquin in the night 
When he defil’d the chastity of Rome, 

Doubtful of what to do; and, like a thief, 

I take each noise to be an officer. 

still reads on. 

She has a ravishing feature, and her mind 
Is of a purer temper than lier body : 

Her virtues more than beauty ravisli’d me. 

And 1 commit, ev’ii witii her pict}", 

A kind of incest with religion. 

Though I do know it is a deed of death. 

Condemn’d to torments in the other world. 

Such tempting sweetness dwells in every limb. 

That I must venture. * * * * 

Aph, Alack, poor maid! 

Poor ravish’d Philomel! thy lot-was ill 
To meet that violence in a brother, which 
1 in a stranger doubt not; yet methinks 
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I am loo confident, for 1 foci inv Iicart 
Burden’d witli something ominous : those men 
Arc things of subtle nature, and their oaths 
Inconstant like themselves. Clovis may prove un¬ 
kind, 

Alack, why not ? say he shonlil offer foul, 

The evil counsel of a secret ]d-ice, 

And night, his friend, might overtempt his will. 

I dare not stand the hazard ; guide me, light. 

To some untrodden ]dace, whore poor I may 
Wear out the night with sighs till it be day. 

Clot, I am resolv’d, I will l )0 holil and resolute: 
Hail, beauteous damsel! 

Aph. lla! what man art thou, 

That hast thj' coimtenanee clouded with thy cloak. 
And hid’st tie, face from darkness ami the night ? 

If thv inlenls deserve a muffler too, 

Witlidraw, and act them not—What art thou? speak. 
And wherefore eam’st tlioii hither? 

fVo/. I canu‘ to find one ficautiful as thou— 

-If- V X y- X <■ f 

Aph. I understand you not. 

(7o/. But you must; yea, and the right way too, 
Aph. Help ! help! help! 

Clot. Peace ! none of your loud music, lady : 

If you raise a note, or heat the air with clamour, 
You SCO your death. [ Dnin's lux dogirrr. 

Aph. What violence is this, inhuman sir? 

Why do you threaten war, fright my soft peace 
With m(^st ungentle steel ? What have i done 
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Dangerous^ or am like to do ? Why do you wrack 
me thus ? 

Mine arms are guilty of no crimes, do not torment 
’em; 

Mine heart and they have been heav’d up together 
For mankind that was holy ; if in that act 
They have not pray’d for you, mend, and be holy. 
The fault is none of theirs. 

Clot. Come, do not seem more holy than you arc, 
1 know 3 mur heart. 

Aph. Let your dagger too, noble sir, strike home. 
And sacrifice a soul to chastity, 

As pure as is itself, or innocence. 

Clot. This is not the way: know you me, beauty ? 

{Discovers himself, 

Aph, The majesty of France! 

Clot. Be not afraid. 

Aph, I dare not fear; it’s treason to suspect 
My king can harbour thoughts that tend to ill: 

1 know your God-like good, and have but tried 
How far weak woman durst be virtuous. 

Clot. Cunning simplicity, thou art deceiv’d; 

Thy wit as well as beauty wounds me, and thy tongue 
In pleading for thee pleads against thyself: 

It is thy virtue moves me, and thy good 
Tempts me to acts of evil; wert thou bad. 

Or loose in ihy desires, I could stand 
And only gaze, not surfeit on thy beauty. 

But as thou art there’s witchcraft in thy face. 
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Aph, You are my king, and may command my life. 
My will to sin you cannot; you may force 
Unhallow’d deeds upon me, spot my fame. 

And make my body suffer, not my mind. 

When you have done this unrcligious deed, 
Conquer'd a poor weak maid, a trembling maid, 
What trophy, or what triumph will it bring 
More than a living scorn upon your name ? 

The ashes in your urn shall suifer for’t, 

Virgins will sow their curses on your grave. 

Time blot your kingly parentage, and call 
Your birth in question. Do you think 
This deed will lie conceal’d ? the faults kings do 
Shine like tlic fiery beacons on a hill, 

I'or all to see; and, seeing, tremble at. 

It’s not a single ill which you commit, 

What iri the subject is a petty fault 
Monsters your actions, and 's a i'oul offence ; 

You give your sulijects licence to oifeiul 
When you do teach them how. 

Clot, I will endure no longer: come along. 

Or by the curious spinstry of thy head. 

Which nature's cunningest finger twisted out. 

I’ll drag thee to my couch. Tempt not my fury. 
Clovis, Hold !—hold, my heart; can 1 endure this> 
* * * * * * ^ 

Monster of men ! 

Thou king of darkness ! down unto thy hell! 

1 have a spell will lay thy honesty, 

And this abused goodness. 
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Bun, Beat down their swords«-*wliat do the princes 
mean ? 

Ring out the larum-bell—call up the court— 

* * * * * * 


ANOTHKR SCKNJi FROM TIIK SAMIi. 

Persoiih.— Cliivis, Clotair, Slrcjihorty TmhwI the physicinn, Euniuih, 

Aphelia. 

In tlic si'qucl of the story, tin* guarcU of tlir king liaving fallen 
Clovis, he is {ipji.irriilJy killoil, hiil is jicvertlu-losssecretly 
cured of his wounds, uiid assimies a <lisguise. In tia' mean time 
llic queen mother, anxious to get rid of Aphelln, causes one 
ol lier own paramours to tlrcss in the armour of Prince Clovis, 
and to demand, in the character of his ghost, that Aphdia shall 
1)0 sticrificed upon his luMrse. (’Jot.iir pretends to comply with 
this sacrifice, and Aphelia is hrouglit out to execution; but 
when all is ready, ho takes the sword from the headsman, lays 
it at her feet, and decJ.ires her his queen. Clovis attends in 
disguise, and the poet makes him behave with rather niuri' 
composure than wc should expect from Itis trying situation; 
but when he sj-es bis mistress accejit the hand of his royal 
brother, lie at last breaks out. 

Clovis, WiiKRE am I ? 

Awake! lot* ever rather let me sleep. 

Is this a rmieral ? () tliat I were a hearse. 

And not the mock of what is pageanted^ 

Clotair. Amazement quite confounds me—Clovis 
alive! 

Lamot. Yes, sir, hy my art he lives, though his 
desire 

> A htxirse, supposed to contain the corpse of Clovis, forms a 
(Mirt of the pageant here introduced. 
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Was not to liavc it known ; tiiis clicst contains 
Nothinjr but spices sweetly odoriferous. 

Clot air. Into iny soul I welcome thee, dear 
brother : 

This second birth of thine brings me more joy 
Than had Aphclia broui^ht me lortli an heir, 

Whom now you mii«st remember as a sister. 

Clovis. Oil that in nature there was left an art 
Could teach me to forj^ct I ever lov’d. 

This her great master^iicce ! (), well-built frame. 
Why dost thou harbour such nnhallowM iiuests. 

To house within th}" bosom perjiirv;' 

If that oiir vows are resist la ’d in hea\en. 

Why are thc}^ broke on c artli ? Ajilielia, 

This was a hastv match, the subtle air 
Has not ^ct cool’d the breath with which thou 
swor’sl 

Thyself into my soul; and on thy checks 
The print and pathwa\ of those tears remain. 

That woo’d me to hclicve so; fly me not, 

I am no spirit; taste my active pulse. 

And you shall find it make such harmony 
As youtJi and licalth enjoy. 

Eli. 'file c|utcn ! she faints. 

Clovis. Is thcie a (/od left so propitious 
To rid me of my fears ? still let her sleep, 
b'or if she wake (f) king!) she will appear 
Too monstrous a spectre for frail eyes 
To see and keep thcii senses. 

Lartfot. Arc you mad ? 

Clovis, Nothiiigsohappy, Strephon; wouldlwcre! 
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In time’s first progress I despair the hour 
That brings such fortune with it j I should then 
Forget that she was ever pleasing to me; 

I should no more remember she would sit 
And sing me into dreams of Paradise; 

Never more hang about her ivory neck^ 

Believing such a one Diana’s was; 

Never more doat she breathes Arabia, 

Or kiss her coral lips into a paleness. 

Lamot. See, she’s return’d, and with majestic 
gaze. 

In pity rather than contempt, beholds you. 

Clovis, Convey me hence, some charitable man, 
Lest this same creature, looking like a saints 
Hurry my soul to hell; she is a fiend 
AppareU’d like a woman, sent on earth 
For man's de«triielion. 

Clotair. Rule your disorder'd tongue; 

Clovis, what’s past we are content to think 
It was our brother spoke, and not our subject. 

Clovis. I had forgot myself, yet wi ll remember 
Yon gorgon has transform’d me into stone; 

And since that time my language has been harsh, 
My words too heav)^ for iiiy tongue, too earthly; 

1 was not born so, trust me, A phelia; 

Before I was possess’d with these black thoughts, 

I could sit by thy side, and rest my head 
Upon the rising pillows of thy breast, 

Whose natural sweetness would invite mine eyes 
To sink in pleasing slumbers, wake, and kiss 
The rose-beds that afforded me such bliss; 
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But thou art now a general disease 

That eat*st into my marrow, turn'st my blood, 

And mak’st my veins run poison, that each sense 
Groans at the alteration. Am I the Monsieur? 
Does Clovis talk his sorrows, and not act? 

O man bowomani/Al! Wert thou not mine ? 

How conies it thou art his? 

Clolnir, You have done ill, 

And must be taught so; you capitulate 
Not with your equal, Clovis, she’s thy queen. 

CUyeii, Upon my knees 1 do acknowledge her 
Queen of my thoughts and my alU'etions. 

O pardon me, if my ill-tutor\l tongue. 

Has forfeited iny head ; if not, behold 
Before the ^acred altar of thy feet 
I lie, a willing sacrifice. 

ApheUd. Arise: 

And henceforth, Clovis, thus instruct thy soul; 
There lies a depth in fate which earthly eyes 
May faintly look into, but cannot fathom: 

You had my vow till death to be your wife. 

You being dead my vtiws were cancelled. 

And I, as thus you sec, bestow’d. 

Clovis, Farew'cll; 

I will no more offend you; would to God 
Those cruel liands, not cimugh barbarous. 

That made these bleeding witnesses of love. 

Had set an endless period to my life too! 

Clotair^ Where there’s no help it’s bootless to 
complain; 

Clovis, she’s mine; let not your spirit war 
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Or mutiny within you; because I say't; 

Nor let thy tongue from henceforth dare presume 
To say she mighty or ever should be thine; 

What’s past once more I pardon, ’tis our wedding-day. 
Clovis. A long farewell to love : thus do I break 

[Breaks ihe rhig. 

Your broken pledge of faith; and with this kiss, 
The last that ever Clovis must print here. 

Unkiss the kiss that seal'd it on thy lips. 

Ye powers, ye arc unjust, for her wild breath. 

That has the sacred tic of contract broken, 

Is still the same Arabia that it was. 

[_The king, Cloiair, pulls him. 
Nay, I have done: beware of jealousy ! 

I would not have you nourish jealous thoughts; 
Though she has broke her faith to me, to you. 
Against her reputation, she’ll be true: 

Farewell my first love lost, 1*11 choose to have 
No wife till death shall wed me to rny grave. 

Come, Strephon, come and teach me how to die. 
That gav’st me life so unadvisedly. 
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